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C O M M E N T
THE END OF AN ERA?
An era is often gauged as a term of about 
ten years; it is a "period in continuing 
process". And one way or another the 
Pram Factory and its incumbent 
Australian Performing Group is facing the 
end of such a span.
Despite attempts to save the home and 
venue of the Group, the Pram was 
auctioned on May 29. It went to an Italian 
consortium, the Lo Guidice family, for 
$475,000. Their plans, according to the 
Melbourne Clarion, are to demolish the 
building and develop it as a supermarket.
But in a sense the Group itself was 
already fairly moribund; shows that even 
by their own "self criticism" were judged 
poor, received bad crits and low audiences. 
The purge towards the end of last year to 
rid the Pram of the Old Guard, the hangers 
on and dead wood, was in itself an 
admission of failure.
The new Ensemble who, it was 
confidently predicted "should be brilliant" 
after a series of delays of the opening night 
of Rezistor Routines, proved to be not 
quite what was hoped. Still, a "total heart, 
mind and body transplant" is unlikely to 
produce a vital new being without time for 
adjustment and convalescence.
Its beginnings, when the APG 
transferred there from La Mama (the 
importance of that theatre being somewhat 
eclipsed in the process) in 1970, are already 
given prominence in history books. Garrie 
Hutchinson in a survey of Carlton theatre, 
(TA August 1977) went as far as to say that 
"the events of the past ten years at La 
Mama and the Pram Factory have 
changed the face of theatre in Australia for 
ever."
The issue of The Perambulator, the 
newsletter of the APG, just prior to the 
sale, listed many of our major writers and 
actors as proteges of the group; Jack 
Hibberd, Barry Oakley, John Romeril, 
and David Williamson; Graeme Blundell, 
Peter Cummins, Kerry Dwyer, Bill 
Garner, Max Gillies, Evelyn Krape and 
Bruce Spence. More recently it was the 
production of Traitors at the Pram which 
put Stephen Sewell prominently on the 
map, not to mention Circus Oz and a host 
of rock groups including Captain 
Matchbox.
Theatre changes rapidly and past 
laurels, no matter how recent, cannot be 
rested upon. As Blundell points out in an 
article in this issue, most of the names 
listed have joined the exodus to Sydney.
How did the Pram come to be lost? The 
APG apparently was rather myopic in its 
lease arrangements, giving the owners the 
opportunity to sell at short notice. The
Group attempted to find the money to buy 
the building or talk to the Minister for the 
Arts and Assistant Minister for Education, 
Norman Lacey, into a government 
purchase.
Lacey was sympathetic to the need to 
keep the building, but having no resources 
in Arts, he referred the matter to the 
Education Department. It would then have 
been necessary to share the building with 
the Drama Resources Group; a potential 
situation which the APG did not welcome.
After an extensive public service 
suitability study, several factors weighed 
on the Education Dept’s decision not to 
make a bid: health standards, appropriate­
ness of the space for Education purposes 
and, overhanging it all, the costs involved. 
Their estimates suggested that improve­
ments and renovation would be up to $1 
million and were not certain of the value of 
the improvement. All in all, regardless of 
Mr Lacey’s sentiments, such an assessment 
did not allow for the building to be saved.
John Timlin, presently chief executive 
(whatever that means) of the APG, 
thought the purchase price too high. The 
Friends of the Pram had expected it not to 
go beyond $400,000 so they too had 
withdrawn from the bidding. Despite all 
the plans for renovation by architect Peter 
Corrigan now being useless, Timlin 
remains undeterred. 'The APG is certainly 
not dead — it is regrouping and a whole 
series of alternatives such as vacant 
warehouses, are being looked into." He 
sees the Ensemble opening up to other 
actors and the company moving on to 
become a writer’s theatre.
Even though Chris Walsh of the Arts 
Ministry wants the APG to flourish again 
and hopes "they will stay in Melbourne", 
perhaps the real reason for the end of an 
era is that the company, as Jack Hibberd 
put it, "no longer has a purchase on the 
popular imagination", and John Romeril 
that "we’ve blown Carlton; we’re no longer 
a community theatre (and) are not 
delivering a language people can 
understand."
Whilst Timlin and Arts Ministries 
remain optimistic, with general political 
activism in the doldrums and no other 
cohering force available to it, the APG 
may continue ofn a 
limb "pursuing revo­
lu t io n a ry  th e a t re  
practice", or accept 
that this is the end of 
an era. It would be a 
sorry end to the story, 
but would leave a vital 
chapter in our theatre 
history.
lliea lre  Australia
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1980 JANE STREET 
SEASON... With the suc­
cess of On Our Selection last 
year, the NIDA/Jane Street 
season has taken a punt on 
another Australian classic to 
kick off with, namely The 
Bride o f Gospel Place by 
Louis Esson. The play is set 
in the twenties among the 
petty criminal elements of 
Melbourne and is about the 
last days of one-time pro, 
Lily Webb, known as The 
Bride of Gospel Place.
Angela Punch McGregor 
plays the Bride, with 
Anthony Martin as Bush 
Reynolds, the young boxer 
who has thrown in his job to 
train for an important fight 
and who sets up with Lily.
The Bride o f Gospel Place 
was first performed in 1926 
by Esson’s Pioneer Players; 
another of his plays, Mother
and Son, was produced by 
Canberra Rep recently. At 
Jane Street Aubrey Mellor 
directs and Stephen Gow 
designs.
Their second play is the 
Jewish fairy tale The 
Dybbuk, a version of which 
was performed by two of the 
Peter Brook Company as a 
late night show during their 
tour. John Clark will be 
directing the original ver­
sion with a cast of nine, 
including Vivienne Garrett 
as Leah and Nick Lathouris, 
Barry Otto, Barry Lovett 
and John Hannan. Ros 
Horin is assisting John 
Clark with Axel Bartz 
designing. Mervyn Drake 
has composed original 
music for The Dybbuk and 
will also be playing the 
Messenger. It opens on July 
30. Angela Punch McGregor
WILDSTARS... The list 
seems to be getting longer all 
the time — of Australian 
companies appearing at this 
year’s Edinburgh Festival. 
Along with Melbourne’s 
Circus Oz and Sydney’s No 
Room For Dreamers, Ade­
laide Australian Dance 
Theatre will be opening the
Festival with their two hour 
dance, music, light, sound 
extravaganza, Wildstars. 
ADT will be going on then 
to Holland and Poland.
Wildstars, which had its 
premiere last year, was 
devised by ADT Artistic 
Director and choreo­
grapher, Jonathon Taylor
and theatrical enfant terrible 
Nigel Triffit, best known for 
M omma’s Little Horror 
Show. The choreography, 
plot and dominant visuals 
arise from a 120-minute 
collage backing sound 
culled by Triffit over three 
months from more than 150 
hours of raw sound. Tower­
ing over the action is a 
massive scaffolding con­
struction topped by a huge 
electric rainbow, and in­
corporates a fold-out 
stained glass proscenium 
arch, a circular perspex 
forestage hovering over the 
orchestra pit, applique 
hangings, a neon mandala 
and a good deal more.
ADT and the Sydney 
Dance Company are often 
compared, as the two major 
modern dance companies in 
Australia, but with the latest 
SDC season of Graeme 
Murphy’s more classically 
choreographed work, it 
seems that the two com­
panies are mapping out 
separate and equally inte­
resting areas for themselves.
It’s certainly praise for the 
ADT that London’s Times 
recently called them " . . .  one 
of the foremost dance 
theatres in the world, using 
every dance device known to 
modern theatre technique."
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WRITERS’ MILITANCY
. . .  The Australian Writers’ 
Guild is becoming increas­
ingly militant in its demands 
for better conditions for its 
members. AWG writers of 
the ABC recently went out 
on strike for four days in 
order to get a standard 
agreement, that had up to 
then taken twenty three 
months of negotiation. It 
seemed the only course after 
the ABC had tried to take 
clauses out, slip things in 
and changed its mind 
numerous times; and then 
after the agreement was 
ready to sign last Christmas 
failed even to get that done 
by June. Writers who struck 
included Peter Yeldham, 
Eleanor Whitcombe, Roger 
Simpson, Tom Keneally, 
Laura Jones and Cliff Green 
— who boycotted a press 
conference where he was due 
to speak about his writing of 
Lucinda Brayford.
The action proved 
successful and the agree­
ment now has such stipu­
lations as: writers of 
sketches must be paid the 
third installment on record­
ing — not transmission, 
which can be put off 
indefinitely; the ABC holds 
overseas rights on material
for three, not six years, 
unless they contact the 
writers in writing; and the 
ABC own rights only for 
their own stations and not 
any stations nominated by 
them.
The AWG still has a long 
running battle in progress 
with Grundy’s.
The AWGIE Awards, 
presented last month at the 
Sydney Opera House, in­
cluded awards to David 
Williamson for Travelling 
North, David Allen for 
Upside Down At The 
Bottom o f the World, Steve 
Spears for his radio adapta­
tion of King Richard and 
Roger Simpson for his TV 
trilogy Players to the 
Gallery.
Williamson made a 
speech at the Awards dinner 
against the "foreign talent" 
problem — where films 
backed by the Film Com­
mission and State Film 
Corporations are importing 
overseas writers, actors and 
directors. There is much 
support among the writers 
for boycotting films which 
do not use Australian talent, 
and AWG will be working in 
conjunction with Equity to 
fight this problem.
PLAYBOX... The Hoopla 
Theatre Foundation re­
cently changed its name to 
become the Playbox 
Theatre Company. Execu­
tive Director Carrillo Gant- 
ner feels that the Melbourne 
audiences relate more to the 
theatre than the incumbent 
company and the Playbox 
has been in existence longer 
than its present tenants. "We 
believe this will be less 
confusing," he said, "this 
says both who we are and 
where we are. In fact many 
people identify us this way 
so we decided to make it 
official." The change of 
name suggests the company 
are not planning a change of 
venue in the near future.
Season 2 for 1980 at the 
Playbox has just been 
announced. Starting mid 
month will be Euripides’ 
Bacchae, directed by 
Murray Copland and with 
an all male cast.
Patricia Kennedy will 
then be starring in Wings by 
American Arthur Kopit; she
Patricia Kennedy
will play the role of Emily 
Stilson, an aviatrix and wing 
walker who has suffered a 
stroke. The play enters her 
strange, shattered world 
where time, place, language 
and thought have lost their 
meaning, and follows her 
search to make sense of a 
splintered life.
The last major show of the 
year will be Piaf, which was 
premiered in this country by 
the National Theatre in 
Perth last month. As yet the 
lead role hasn’t been cast for 
Playbox, but it’s possible 
that this production will be 
the one to tour the country.
In the Upstairs space 
Playbox has Margot 
Hilton’s Potiphar’s Wife 
and Barry Dickins’ The 
Death o f  Minnie; the 
premiere of Sam Shepard’s 
Buried Child (and first 
professional production of a 
Shepard play in Mel­
bourne!); then Mamet’s 
Duck Variations in 
September.
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Currency’s
latest
classic
I N
ABC AUSTRALIAN 
THEATRE FESTIVAL...
The ABC goes to air this 
month with the first of the 
long-awaited Australian 
Theatre Festival. They have 
been filming, over the past 
year, a series of Australian 
theatre plays which have not 
previously been used for 
television.
The first is Buzo’s Coralie 
Landsdowne Says No star­
ring the inimitable Wendy 
Hughes in what is apparent­
ly a tour de force 
performance, where she is 
on screen almost through­
out. It will be screened on 
July 20 at 8.30pm, and the 
following five will be at the 
same time on subsequent 
Sunday evenings.
Next comes Williamson’s 
The Department featuring 
Peter Sumner as Robbie, 
and then Jack Hibberd’s A 
Toast To Melba. Robyn 
Nevin plays the diva, from 
sixteen to the end; in spite of 
her performance in Songs
From Sideshow Alley 
earlier this year, the singing 
voice we hear will not be her 
own.
Barry Oakley’s Mel­
bourne drama of marital 
unrest, Bedfellows, is being 
shown on August 10, 
followed by Merv Ruther­
ford’s Departmental (script 
available in TA New 
Writing series!). And the 
culmination of the season 
will be Patrick White’s Big 
Toys which Diane Cilento 
came over to film, taking the 
role of Mag in Kate 
Fitzpatrick’s absence be­
cause of her prior commit­
ment to the Players To The 
Gallery trilogy.
There’s a lot more Aus 
drama coming up on the 
ABC also; production has 
just started on Pastoral, the 
working title for a fourteen 
part serial starring Ivar 
Kants; and the filming of A 
Hard God by Peter Kenna, 
which will have Dawn Lake 
in the lead.
ALAN SEYMOUR ON 
THE FLOAT... The State 
Theatre Company of SA’s 
season of The Float will 
have closed by the time this 
is published. The WA 
Sesquicentenary Committee 
commissioned the play from 
Alan Seymour last year, but 
got cold feet about pro­
ducing it, so it was offered to 
the STC who snapped it up. 
These were some thoughts 
from Alan just before the 
play opened.
'The rehearsal process 
has been a lot of work for 
everyone, with a new script 
that was over-long and one 
which needed to blend some 
diverse styles. I’ve done a lot 
of cutting and shaping and 
things are now going very 
well, though I’ve no idea 
how it’s going to be received. 
Because companies take a 
punt with a new work they 
can only afford to give them 
short runs with corres­
pondingly short rehearsal 
periods — in this case three 
and a half weeks. The actors 
have been remarkable, 
learning re-writes up to a 
week before performance, 
and some have also been 
playing at night in Three
Sisters.
T he  play’s themes are a 
constant preoccupation of 
mine — the public versus 
private life, personal versus 
political pressure. It would 
be boring if it was just a 
political play — The Float is 
one in a victory parade for a 
political party, and the play 
goes back from there to 
show how these people got 
into power — so in it I’ve 
tried to cut through the 
surface politics to the values 
of the society, the people 
themselves, and such things 
as materialism opposing 
other beliefs. In my pro­
gramme note I’ve said it 
should be approached as a 
comedy of manners in which 
from time to time some real 
feeling breaks through.
T h a t ’s the new play, but I 
was amazed to see what a 
good and affectionate job 
the STC had done on The 
One Day o f the Year. I 
didn’t want them to do it, to 
see the old warhorse trotted 
out again, but it’s been an 
astounding success. I was 
devastated on opening night 
it wasn’t just watching an 
old play, but seeing part of 
my life through again."
Wendy Hughes
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put on your night hat 
and come in for a nightcap
NIMROD
LATE
NIGHT
SHOWS
GERALDINETURNER SINGS
FRIDAY AND SATURDAY TO 19 JULY, 11 p.m.
AL WARD, DAN JOHNSON, LANCE CURTIS, GEOFF KELSO
SATURDAY, 26 JULY, 11 p.m.
MAX GILLIES "SCANLAN" BY BARRY OAKLEY
FRIDAY AND SATURDAY FROM 1 AUGUST, 11 p.m.
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WHISPERS
RUMOURS
by Norman Kessell
First stop on the ten weeks British 
tour by the Ensemble Theatre’s 
production of George Hutchinson’s 
No Room For Dreamers — first 
Australian work to be sent overseas by 
the Elizabethan Theatre Trust under 
the Cladan Institute’s Australian 
World Theatre Exchange — is the 
historic Northamptonshire cathedral 
city of Peterborough, home town of 
the Ensemble’s publicity director, 
Judith Johnson. Regular investment 
in Lotto offers Judith’s only chance of 
getting there, but she has arranged for 
all her family to be present, except one 
aunt. "It wouldn’t do for Aunt Bessie," 
she has cautioned. True! Ask Judith.
Nearest venue to Brighton, home 
town of Alan Becher, who has the lead 
role of Chidley, is the Yvonne Arnaud 
Theatre at Guildford, but Alan’s 
uncles and his cousins and his aunts 
will be there.
When the original cast members, 
after their now-playing return season 
at the Ensemble, fly off on August 7, 
they will be accompanied by longtime 
Ensemble stalwart Anne Morgan as 
stage manager.
Doris Fitton has completed her 
eagerly awaited book about her long 
theatrical career and it is now being 
edited with a view to December 
publication. An ideal Christmas gift.
Actual date of the inevitable, 
though sadly anticipated, last night at 
the Music Hall has yet to be decided, 
but with a waiting list of something 
like 5,000, host George Miller is 
talking semi-seriously of a week of 
"last nights".
The Australian Elizabethan Theatre 
Trust has postponed till next year its 
planned production of Eduardo de 
Fillippo’s Filumena.
1 yield to none in my admiration and 
respect for the innovative and 
imaginative work of Graeme Murphy 
and the Sydney Dance Company, but I 
do wish they’d try to start on time and 
to shorten  those in term inable  
intervals. There’s no excuse for this, 
even on those traumatic first nights 
when I’m there. A three-hour stint for 
the 1980 opening program of two short 
ballets and a longish third work is half 
an hour too much.
Editor Ava Hubble was again in 
good form in the Sydney Opera 
House’s Monthly Diary for June. She 
pinned down a reluctant interviewee, 
Australian Ballet administrator Peter 
Bahen, with the question: "Any truth 
in the persistent rumour the Ballet will
George Hutchinson
give most of its Sydney performances 
at the Regent instead of the Opera 
House next year?" After some 
sparring, he told her the company had 
no intention of leaving the Opera 
Hosue in the foreseeable future. "If a 
suitable new theatre were to be built, it 
might be different," he added. He 
admitted also that, subject to ABC 
requirements, it is likely there will be 
some ballet performances in the 
Concert Hall next year.
When the brilliantly successful 
Circus Oz gets to Britain, as planned, it 
could run into some flack from a 
famous circus clown family, the 
Sandows, who have been making 
waves and threatening legal action 
against a somewhat similar London 
fringe group, Lumiere and Son, and 
their touring Circus Lumiere. An 
angry letter from the family, "written 
on behalf of all true circus artists who 
are growing tired of these various 
‘nonsense’ approaches", stated: "We 
feel you have no right to use the title 
‘circus’ if the content does not include 
skills of real circus acts and also 
performing animals."
Paging Peter Williams! Mother- 
dear, a new play by Royce (Crown 
Matrimonial) Ryton — and in which 
Margaret Lockwood makes her stage 
comeback — is about the private life of 
Queen Alexandra and her relation­
ships with her daughter, Princess 
Victoria.
The Stage, Britain’s century-old 
showbiz newspaper, early this year 
initiated a "Whatever Happened 
To ...?" feature. First inquiry was for 
the whereabouts of Susan Swinford, 
"who in the ’fifties made a good 
impression in Wedding In Paris at the 
London Hippodrome". A correct 
reply was given that she came to 
Australia to co-star in The King And 1 
and has lived here ever since, doing 
other shows and later becoming a 
successful writer for radio and 
television. Which prompted the 
thought there must be enough top ex- 
British showbiz people here who also 
came, saw and stayed to fill a special 
Who’s Who.
The Stage also reported how, 
because of the cost of transporting his 
full show to Western Australia was too 
great, a special set was built so Danny 
La Rue could present his concert 
version in Perth — "which has the 
highest concentration of ex-Britons on 
the island"!
Memories of early Nimrod days 
(and of a few other pioneer venues) 
were revived by a browse through 
Myself Among Others, veteran actress 
Ruth Gordon’s rambling reminisc­
ences. She was wriggling uncomfort­
ably on a bare wooden form at a new 
group’s performance of Way Of The 
World and her companion, playwright 
George Kaufman, whispered: "What 
this bench needs is a long felt want".
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SPOTLIGHT
Ballet B egin n in gs
book. Enter The Colonies Dancing — 
A History o f  Dance in Australia 1835- 
1940 for which Dame Peggy wrote the 
foreward.
But more of Ted Pask himself. Still 
unpaid, he collected everything 
relating to the company’s activities 
and every now and then, Dame Peggy 
or Margaret Scott, Principal of the 
Ballet School, would ask at meetings if 
we couldn’t find something in our 
shoe-string budget for some sort of 
salary for the industrious Ted Pask.
While setting up an exhibition 
devoted to Pavlova, he went to the 
Botanical gardens because he had a 
photo of her feeding the swans there. "1 
met an old gardener and showed him 
the picture. The old man told him, "I 
was there when it was taken. 1 used to 
give her the bread when she came to 
feed the swans quite often. She gave 
me two tickets to see her dance. 1 didn’t 
understand it much but she was very 
pretty.".
This book reveals the amazing
Anna Pavlova, l.aurcnt Novikoff and company in Chopiniana. Melbourne 1926.
by Pamelá Ruskin
When the decision was made in 1964 
to create an Australian Ballet School 
as a training ground for dancers as 
possible members of the Australian 
Ballet, 1 was one of the members of the 
newly established Management 
Council of the School. 1 can’t quite 
remember when the name of Edward 
Pask was first mentioned at our 
meetings but it did crop up from time 
to time. There was, 1 gathered, a young 
man, a passionate balletomane who 
had trained as a dancer and who 
wanted to help in some capacity, the 
Australian Ballet and its school.
There were no funds available at 
that time but it was mentioned that he 
was spending much of his spare time at 
the Ballet Centre, getting the small 
library in order and starting a press 
cutting book and keeping some record 
of the Ballet’s activities. He was 
studying ballet with Rex Reid, 
working as a display artist in one of the 
stores and had been a collector of 
everything relating to ballet since he 
was a small boy. His father was in the 
scenery department of the theatre 
when Spessivtzeva and Pavlova 
toured Australia; he toured Australia 
and New Zealand with the latter and 
used to play cards with her on stage. It 
was his stories of her that inspired Ted 
Pask’s especial interest in collecting 
anything he could relating to the great 
Ballerina Assoluta.
When the Australian Ballet was 
established in 1962, Ted had 
auditioned for Artistic Director, 
Peggy van Praagh and she had said, 
"No!" Very disappointed, he had asked 
her for a job recording the history of 
the company. Later he was to tell me 
that she had said, "We’re too young. 
There’s nothing to record. Wait ten 
years", so I said, "What will I do in the 
meantime?" and that was the catalyst 
that started him on fifteen years of 
work resulting in his most valuable
Then, as Ted tells it, "In 1972, 1 had 
just been in a new job for about a 
month as a fashion co-ordinator when 
I had a phone call from Dame Peggy 
and she said, 'Ted, I think we’re ready 
for you." I came in and saw Peter 
Bahen and Maggie Scott and started 
work at last as a salaried member of 
the company, as Librarian." If ever 
anyone deserved a job, it was Ted and 
it wasn’t long before he had put out 
tentacles that reached all over the 
country so that people began sending 
him all kinds of memorabilia relating 
to ballet, books, early programmes, 
posters, photographs, and so on; he 
built up a collection that has become a 
very valuable ballet archive and today 
he is the Archivist of the Australian 
Ballet.
amount of dancing that was per­
formed here in the early days, the 
number and size of companies and the 
breadth of repertoire that must 
surprise the reader. He takes his 
chronicle up in the great years of the 
Ballets Russe de Monte Carlo tours 
which implanted in many of us such a 
great love of classical ballet. At present 
he is working on Volune 2 of this 
history of dance. In between, he works 
on his archives, lectures on Dance 
History at the Ballet School and at 
Summer Schools, and choreographs 
and produces ballets for a smaller 
suburban company. His book is the 
realisation of all his work, hopes and 
ambitions, a really lasting achieve­
ment, and to gild the gingerbread, it is 
selling very well indeed.
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Enter The Colonies Dancing is a 
book that must find a place in any 
collection relating to the dance. It 
serves as a reference for information 
that cannot be found in any other 
book, but it is as well, fascinating 
reading. It records the activities of 
small family troupes that braved the 
long, often perilous voyage to 
Australia and once here, the long, 
difficult journeys across the continent 
to cities and country towns. Some of 
these dancers settled here, drawn by 
the wealth of the Gold Rush towns 
where managers were ready to spend 
generously to provide entertainment 
for the successful diggers and their 
families. The wanton Lola Montes was 
more than happy to appear at the 
charming Theatre Royal, in Ballarat 
and at other gold towns, titillating and 
sometimes shocking audiences with 
her famous Spider Dance, taking a 
whip to an Editor who "libelled" her 
and doing very well financially from 
the gold and cash the diggers lavished 
on her.
The first ballet produced in the 
Australian Colonies was performed at 
Barnett Levey’s Theatre Royal in
Above/ Catherine Barlho, Russia circa 1896.
Top I The Queen 's Theatre, Melbourne circa 
1850. (Mitchell Library, Sydney)
Sydney in January, 1835. It was The 
Fair Maid o f  Perth based on a novel of 
Sir Walter Scott, with a Mrs Jones and 
a Mr Fitzgerald as principal dancers. 
Two years later the Lazar came out to 
the colonies, but tragically, all his 
family but his youngest daughter, 
Rachel, were lost at sea on the "Lady 
McNaughton". Rachel, so the book 
reveals, had studied ballet at Drury 
Lane and Covent Garden and in May, 
1837, at the age of ten, appeared in 
both Sydney and Melbourne and 
eventually performed in quite a 
considerable repertoire.
Giselle was given its first per­
formance before "a fashionable 
audience" at Melbourne’s Theatre 
Royal in October, 1855 but was not 
well received because the audience had 
already sat through a full opera and 
were, no doubt, a little jaded by the 
time the ballet was begun. Three years 
later, La Fille Mai Gardee was 
produced for the first time with the 
celebrated ballerina of the Paris 
Opera, Aurelia Dimier.
One of the most extraordinary 
stories that Ted researched, hitherto 
unrecorded, concerns a one-legged 
dancer who had been the "sensation of 
the 1864-65 Covent Garden season, 
had danced for the Tsar of Russia and 
the Pasha of Egypt, A Spaniard, 
Signor Donato had lost a leg in the 
Moroccan campaign. He appeared 
first at Melbourne’s Theatre Royal on 
Easter Monday, 1871 and note the 
date. The Argus wasn’t very kind and 
wrote that " . . .  with two legs he would 
no doubt be an excellent dancer but 
the absence of the lost member is 
painfully felt by the spectators . . ."  He 
performed a hornpipe, a cloak dance 
and even a pas de deux with Mile 
Thereto which was greeted with wild 
enthusiasm. He performed with great 
success in Geelong, Ballarat, Bendigo, 
Sydney, touring the country for 
almost eight months before leaving the 
colony. However, Ted Pask, while 
researching the nimble Signor’s career 
discovered that the famous Signor 
Donato, w ho had enjoyed such success 
at Covent Garden in 1864/65, had in 
fact, died on June 10 of that year, and 
that whoever the single-limbed dancer 
who proved so successful in Australia 
in 1871 was, he certainly wasn’t 
Donato. Who he really was is 
something for a later researcher to 
discover.
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by Donna Sadka
Ostensibly worlds apart, there are 
parallels in the characters of the 
daughter of an impoverished 
Australian farmer in My Brilliant 
Career and the French street singer 
who grew up to become the highest 
paid chanteuse in the world in Piaf.
Judy Davis, the young actress who 
played the one in the highly successful 
film and who is currently starring as 
the other in Stephen Barry’s 
Australian stage premiere of P iaf at 
the Perth Playhouse, says she is drawn 
to them both, though she denies any 
suggestion of affinity.
"In the film the girl was trying to 
protect herself from what people 
thought she should be and Edith Piaf 
fought all her life against peoples 
opinions of her. You have to have a 
sympathy with any roleyou undertake 
and hopefully by the end of the 
rehearsal period you’ve developed a 
certain amount of empathy with them 
too."
Miss Davis left Perth five years ago 
for NIDA and this is her first 
(professional) return to her home 
town. Now, speaking of Piaf rather 
than herself, her husky voice becomes 
animated. She has read everything she 
can about the gutter Sparrow who 
defiantly acknowledged her origins, 
throughout a career that was 
amazingly beset by personal tragedy, 
and who always demanded to be 
accepted as she was.
"In the play the dramatist (Pam 
Gems) talks a lot about the working- 
class but in fact Piafs sister, in her 
book about their life, maintains that 
they weren’t even working-class, not 
any class at all — ‘We were on the 
streets, a class without a name’. Her 
father was an acrobat and her mother 
a singer. She believed passionately in 
showing all and in living life to the 
fullest."
How does so young and relatively 
inexperienced an actress relate to a 
woman whose whole background is so 
remote from her own?
Miss Davis paused thoughtfully 
before replying. "I’m not fully aware of 
how I’m middle-class, or ‘nice’. I’ve 
tried to be very honest with myself in 
my reactions to things and that’s the 
key to Piaf, I think. Society does this 
to you; the further up you get the more 
careful you become in expressing what 
you mean... you won’t be absolutely 
honest perhaps because you know the 
implications — or, as Gems might say, 
you’ve more to lose. Piaf had nothing 
to lose. She just said straight from the 
gut what she thought."
Speaking to a doctor about the 
effects of morphine (Piaf became 
addicted) she learnt that "the hit" is 
more like a sexual orgasm. "In some 
ways Piaf seemed to be going after an 
orgasm all her life. In the play 
someone says ‘You can’t expect an 
orgasm every time you go on stage’ 
and she replies 7  can’."
Although Miss Davis once worked 
professionally as a singer it was, she 
said, a number of years ago and there 
is no point in trying to sound like the 
Sparrow. "She had an extraordinary 
voice. If I had a voice like hers I 
wouldn’t be an actress I’d be a singer, I 
think. In the production I’ve learned 
something from the way she does her 
songs but I hope I don’t just copy her. 
The important thing is to get the 
emotional message across."
Although there are other characters 
in the play it is virtually a one-woman 
show and one for which Jane 
Lapotaire won the London critics Best 
Actress Award last year. Judy Davis 
concedes that it is "almost ridiculously 
demanding" but she tries to keep 
relaxed and level-headed about it.
"I can only do what I can do. 
Although it’s a big part, in another 
sense it’s just another play in the 
season, just another repertory part," 
she said, "and that stops me from 
panicking."
Does this demonstrably un­
panicked and quietly purposeful 
young woman contemplate going 
overseas like that other cinema 
schoolgirl, Anne Lambert from Picnic 
at Hanging Rock, to sweat out the 
long wait for a break in BBC television 
or British theatre?
She sees no immediate need to leave 
Australia. "I’ve got a lot to learn and 
I’m interested in challenges. As long as 
the challenges are here I’m quite 
happy."
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Currency Press- 
Counting the  
cost
By Katharine Brisbane
Theatre Australia’s book reviewer, 
John McCallum, in an article a year or 
so ago drew attention to the 
responsibilities which Currency Press 
had in providing a record of the past 
for Australian theatre in the future.
It gave us pause to think — and to 
reflect upon the words of my editor 
when I was a cadet journalist in the 
’50s: that while we all subscribed to the 
union’s code of ethics, in the final 
analysis a newspaper was only a 
commercial enterprise.
The task of creating an accurate, 
selective record of Australian drama 
over the past nine years has been a 
satisfying but nonetheless onerous one 
— for we too are only a commercial 
enterprise, making a living as best we 
can.
And in the present climate other 
such enterprises are leaving the 
Australian field.
My husband, Philip Parsons, and I 
founded Currency Press in 1971 to fill 
a need of which the then very new 
contemporary theatre movement 
made us aware. So it was our love of 
dramatic literature and the somewhat 
aggressive nationalism we shared with 
so many Australians at that bi­
centennial time, that led us into 
publishing, rather than any knowledge 
of its commerce.
We were soon forced to the rueful 
knowledge that, whatever our cultural 
ambitions, the school syllabus would 
always be needed to subsidise them.
Today our runs compare very 
favourably with Eyre Methuen’s plays 
which supply both Britain and the 
Commonwealth. And like Methuen, 
whose volumes of Anouilh, Brecht and 
Pinter have supported their whole 
drama programme over the years, so 
our school settings of, in particular, 
Williamson, Lawler, Buzo and Kenna,
have supported the growth of our new 
list.
And, of course, we do receive 
subsidy from the Literature Board, 
especially for the work of new writers. 
The cooperation of the Board and 
Theatre Australia in our joint New 
W riting  series for m agazine  
subscribers has enabled us to be bolder 
in our determination to keep pace with 
new kinds of theatre writing.
What criteria do we use in choosing 
a play for publication? Basically the 
questions we apply are:
What will it look like in five years 
time?
Does one want to read it as well as 
see it? Or has its success been as a 
performance vehicle?
What market will it have and what 
do we have to do to sell it?
This latter is an important 
consideration. The Australian market 
solely for the professionally concerned 
reader or the acting edition is not yet
big enough to be economically viable. 
It is one of my regrets — and a not 
uncommon and justifiable complaint 
against our list — that the 
overwhelming proportion are realistic 
plays, at least to the extent that the 
people are realistic and set in a 
recognisable context. The brute fact is 
that the lay reader feels comfortable 
with such plays — and so does the 
teacher. (How many scores of
children, writing to us for resource 
material to The Club, have referred to 
it as ‘the novel?) And they, too, are 
largely the plays most popular in the 
theatre.
Having decided we want to publish 
we must look at the costs. We have the 
resources to produce a maximum of 
ten books a year and six reprints.
The unit production cost, depends, 
of course, on the length of a print run. 
To make a profit we must sell out in 
two years and anything under 3,000 
copies is uneconomic. With new 
authors we usually print 2,000 which 
may take five years to sell out; and we 
apply to the Literature Board for their 
subsidy at $15 a page, which cuts the 
production figure by half. But our real 
profits come from our reprints. With 
no typesetting bill the production cost 
is halved and as the runs range from 
3,000 to 30,000, so the unit cost drops 
further (though the author’s royalty 
may rise).
So, why don’t we publish only
14 T H E A T R E  A U S T R A L IA  J U L Y  1980
A Dream er 
In Europe
profitable authors? Well, when we 
started none of them were profitable. 
Over the years reprints have paid back 
the early losses and a proportion of 
our new authors will in due course pay 
back our present investment. But 
which ones is still a mystery. All we can 
do is what we have always done — 
publish a good book in the simple 
belief that if we believe it is good, then 
others will too. Largely our faith has 
been justified.
But, of course, like any business we 
are subject to the vagaries of the 
market and at the moment the vagaries 
of the education market are not 
promising. Though our prescribed 
school texts were twice as many this 
year, our sales were $50,000 less than 
expected. Cuts in government funding 
for education have been severe and the 
results for us were no better at tertiary 
level. We still did rather better than 
many colleagues in the field. The 
predictions are that things will not 
improve much this decade.
So Currency is already taking 
diversionary tactics. In May with 
Fremantle Arts Centre Press we 
launched the first edition of To Fight 
the Wild by Rod Ansell and Rachel 
Percy, a real life Robinson Crusoe 
story of which a film has been made by 
Richard Oxenburgh Productions. The 
paperback rights for Britain and the 
Com m onw ealth  have gone to 
Granada and the abridged rights to 
Readers Digest. We are also doing a 
history of the Australian cinema with 
Angus and Robertson and a collection 
of monographs on cinema for the 
Australian Film Institute. We have a 
handsome gift book on our first opera 
company (the Lyster) by Harold Love, 
a book of journalism by Bob Ellis with 
Theatre Australia; a book of 
monologues by Barry Humphries and 
a collection by Merv Lilley recalling 
outback life in North Queensland. 
And so on.
The time has come for Currency to 
take thought and consolidate: to make 
up its mind where best its future lies. 
So 1 am taking six months off at the 
end of June to finish my own critical 
study of Australian drama and to 
watch the sales charts. 1 give notice to 
playwrights that no scripts will be read 
by Currency between July and 
December unless we ask for them. 
After our January sales next year we 
shall determine what proportion of 
our 1982 list will be devoted to drama.
by Lucy Wagner
Two little tragi-comic, vaudeville 
based plays were workshopped at the 
1978 Playwrights Conference, and 
were considered both the artistic and 
outright commercial successes of that 
year’s work. Both took for their 
subject matter well-known figures who 
lent themselves to theatrical 
representation and both used comic 
narration, song, role-changing and 
poetry. One then went on to be 
produced at theatres in every state 
while the other appeared to sink 
without trace.
For David Allen, Gone With Hardy 
proved to be the jumping-off point 
that put all his subsequent work high 
on the repertoire list of many theatre 
companies, but No Room For 
Dreamers simply wasn’t taken up in 
the way that everyone at that first 
workshop, including its author George 
Hutchinson, assumed it would be.
George Hutchinson first came to 
light as a dramatist when his play My 
Shadow And Me was produced for the 
1974 NIDA/Jane Street Australian 
play season. Before that he had been 
part of the now defunct NIDA 
Playwrights Studio, where NIDA 
students gave worked readings to the 
scripts of aspiring authors. After those 
years of the early seventies Hutchinson 
became convinced that playwrighting 
could not be a spare-time activity, and 
gave up his teaching career in order to 
concentrate on writing.
Hutchinson decided that the subject, 
although partially tragic, should have 
a popular form. 'That’s the sort of 
theatre I believe in, with music, 
comedy, hopefully poetry, and all the 
things that make it accessible and 
enjoyable to everyone. It was a long 
story and I needed to find ways to 
compress the narrative; once I found 
the form I knew it was right, and the 
only changes that were made at the 
Conference were to pare down."
When the Ensem ble made 
approaches about Dreamers going on 
for one week in their Sydney Play­
wrights’ Season at the Stables at the 
end of ’79, Hutchinson was dubious. 
The season was usually for untried 
writers and a one-week mediocre 
production might preclude this very 
Sydney play from another run in the 
city.
But having agreed, he is now sure 
that he wouldn’t have it any other way. 
The production, directed by Lex 
Marinos and with Alan Becher as 
Chidley, was so successful that it ran 
for a further six weeks at the Stables, 
toured to Newcastle, returned to the 
Ensemble main stage in June and next 
month is off to tour provincial centres 
in England, the Edinburgh and Dublin 
Festivals and Amsterdam, under the 
auspices of the World Theatre 
Exchange.
No Room For Dreamers was 
originally to be the title of a trilogy, of 
which "Chidley" would be the first 
play, but Alma de Groen used the 
name first. The trilogy is still to be 
completed, though, and the second 
part, The Ballad o f Billy Lane, was 
recently workshopped by the Sydney 
Theatre Company. It tells the story of 
another turn-of-the-century dreamer, 
William Lane, who headed a band of 
Australian prilgrims, disillusioned 
with this country and in search of the 
promised land, to Paraguay in the 
1890’s.
His narrator figure O’Kerr apears 
again in Billy Lane and will also be the 
link in the final play of the trilogy. 
Hutchinson is unwilling to publicise 
the subject matter of the third piece as 
he shared Chidley with Alma de Groen 
and found that Dorothy Hewett was 
contemplating a play on William Lane 
just as he had finished his, but it will be 
about another dreamer, a contemp­
orary of the others, and this time a 
woman.
Although the lean times depressed 
and worried him, he now claims to be 
glad of the way events have turned out. 
"In spite of all the success of Dreamers 
now. I’ll never expect it to stay this 
way. There’s a line in Billy Lane that 
I’m particularly fond of; ‘A rooster 
today — a feather duster tomorrow’."
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We h a ve  m oved
But there’s still no business like ... 
SHOWBUSINESS BOOKSHOP 
now at our new enlarged premises 
1ST FLOOR, 20 22 McKILLOP ST., 
MELBOURNE 3000.
PHONE (03) 67 5391 • 4 LINES
Huge selection of scripts from: English Theatre 
Guild. Dramatists Play Service. Evans Bros. 
Samuel French. Faber. C urrency-Methuen. 
Dramatic Pub. Co. We carry Theatre Australia. 
After Dark. Dance Magazine. Plays & Players. 
Dance & Dancers. Films & Filming. Stein's 
Theatrical Make up. Leichner Make up. Special 
attention to Mail Order Customers.
CONTACT VIN FOSTER FOR PROMPT 
ATTENTION
Producers, Theatre Companies, 
Entrepreneurs. . .
ALL V0UR
NEEDS SOLVED
Are you looking for a good deal on your 
programmes?
We can offer you
* A high quality publication
* Efficient service
* A good percentage
* We can provide programmes/ 
catalogues/brochures for any event: 
plays, entertainments, concerts, 
festivals...
If you’re interested contact:
Programme Publishing Pty Ltd 
at 200 Crown Street,
Darlinghurst NSW 2Q10 
or ring (049) 67.4470.
THE PERFORMING ARTS 
BOOKSHOP
232 Castlereagh Street, 
Sydney. 2000. 
Telephone: Patrick Carr
[02)2331658
RETAIL & WHOLESALE 
MAIL ORDERS & WORKROOM
10-20A CENTRE PL 
MELBOURNE VIC 3000 
(OFF FLINDERS LANE 
OPP. DEGRAVES ST)
BALLET
BALLROOM
THEATRICAL
963 WHITEHORSE RD 
BOX HILL VIC 3128 
PH: 88 7255
MODERN DANCE 
CALISTHENICS  
SKATING
ALL ACCESSORIES DISCO 
DIAMENTE TRIMS & STRASS 
TRANSFERS
HEAD OFFICE 
17-19 FERGUSON STREET 
ABBOTSFORD VIC 3067 
PH: 419-5022
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GRAEME
BLUNDELL
Some thoughts from abroad —  written in the 
privacy of his unemployment.
Everyone seems to be leaving 
Marvellous Melbourne for the 
confused, sunny and sinful city of 
Sydney, they’re saying in pubs and on 
the dinner party circuit. Why?
This was the question posed by the 
editors of this magazine when they 
asked me to do a piece on what they 
thought just might be decade-defining, 
cultural news. Why was everyone 
leaving, and why had 1 left; what was 
happening at Hoopla and was Margot 
Hilton’s Potifar’s Wife auto­
biographical or not? Obviously Big 
Questions of Major Concern (to at 
least Ms Hilton’s family who have 
already disinherited and disowned 
her).
However, being on "six months 
leave of absence" from Hoopla, the 
question of my future there was still 
somewhat unresolved. I was also one 
of the few people apart from the 25,000 
who go to each show, who actually has 
some time and respect for the MTC. 
So it was hard to know what to say and 
still be able to work in that city of 
black books if the need arose.
Except for one thing. Speaking for 
myself, I don’t really know why I’m
“It was hard to know what to 
say and still be able to work 
in that city of black books.”
here in Sydney, but I sure as hell know 
why I’m not in Melbourne at the 
moment.
The city that led the so-called 
"theatrical renaissance of 1968" seems 
to have died in the theatrical arse. The 
Pram Factory’s been sold, Kenn 
Brodziak’s retired, Hoopla is still 
looking for an audience and John
Sumner’s still complaining about the 
Arts Centre... which still isn’t built.
David Williamson started an 
exodus to Sydney and now Barry 
Oakley, Max Gillies, Tony Taylor, 
Kerry Dwyer, Circus Oz, Elizabeth 
Drake and Jan Cornall, Gordon 
Graham, Margot Hilton and myself, 
all closely associated with Melbourne 
theatre, are now working in Sydney. 
Barry Dickins has been seen lurking 
around chemists’ shops in the Cross 
and even Faye Mokotow, a stalwart of 
the Pram was run into at the Carlton- 
Essendon game at the Sydney Cricket 
Ground. This would have scandalised 
Melbourne’s Lygon Street some years 
ago, when even to cross Grattan Street 
was seen as an act of gross moral and 
political cowardice.
This is probably the place to throw 
in a few Melbourne/Sydney cliches, 
which is usual in stories of this kind. 
You know the stuff: In Melbourne 
they ask where you’re going, in Sydney 
they ask how you’re going; in Sydney 
the sharks eat the people, in 
Melbourne the people eat the sharks; 
in Sydney, all the windows are open, in 
Melbourne they’re all closed — not to 
mention the doors; and, maybe the 
most quoted one of them all, in Sydney 
you throw a party, in Melbourne you 
start a magazine.
However for Melbourne theatre 
people and parochial filmies, one idea 
has always been constant. Sydney has 
been the wicked, laid-back place, juke­
box town, an antipodean Los Angeles. 
Film critic Pauline Kael, wrote of that 
tinsel town: "It’s the fantasy brothel, 
where you can live out the fantasy of 
your choice. You can also live well 
without being rich, which is the basic 
and best reason people swarm there. In
that city — the pop amusement park of 
the shifty and the uprooted, the city 
famed as the place where you go to sell 
ou t. . ."  It could be a Melbourne 
theatre person speaking of salacious 
Sydney, where you swim all day 
instead of rehearsing and go to bars all 
night rather than reading the latest 
TDR or Theatre Quarterly.
Melbourne seems to have always
“There is no doubt that 
Sydney people enjoy their 
theatre more. They actually 
enjoy working in it and going 
to it.”
seen itself as somehow more decent, 
more serious than Sydney. After all 
the Pram Factory was in Melbourne 
and the Nimrod in Sydney and the 
MTC has flourished. We all know 
what happened to the Old Tote. There 
is no doubt that Sydney people enjoy 
their theatre more. They actually enjoy 
working in it and going to it. They 
work hard to create a sense of occasion 
round their companies. Melbourne is 
more puritanical; going to the theatre 
is an act of penance, something to be 
endured rather than enjoyed. The 
puritan work ethic is applied to the 
theatre. It’s got to hurt to be any good. 
You are made to feel disappointed if 
you haven’t come out of the dark with 
your life changed. And to leave 
Melbourne for Sydney has always 
been regarded as a sin. A bit like saying 
you actually like and admire Tim 
Burstall or John Sumner — which I 
do.
I’ve left because I’m bored with the 
theatre in Melbourne, tired of people
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blaming the many tentacled terrors of 
the MTC octopus for their own 
failures, worn out by the endless games 
and intrigues. I’ve thought for a long 
time that the way to survive was not to 
read Peter Brook but devour the 
collected memoirs of Kim Philby and 
stock your library with books on 
accounting and meeting procedure. 
The business of doing theatre has 
become an end in itself. There is too 
little joy in it, few laughs and no jokes 
to speak of.
Towards the end of my time as Joint 
Executive Director of Hoopla, it had 
become like a bad marriage — you 
couldn’t talk and it was no fun to go 
home to.
Too much theatre in Melbourne is 
dominated by administrators, agents, 
or directors, accountants and people 
on the phone. Too little serious control 
is in the hands of artists. It may be true 
that to be an artist in the afternoon you 
have to be a businessman in the 
morning, but it’s getting out of hand. 
Actually, there is a rumour that as 
Carrillo Gantner has decided to 
become a full-time actor and director 
as well as full-time entrepreneur and 
businessman, Paul lies (never to be 
outdone) is playing lago to Tony 
Frewin’s Othello and Elizabeth 
Sweeting is playing Beatrice to Noel 
Blackburn’s Benedict in Donald 
McDonald’s Much Ado About 
Nothing.
Jack Hibberd, in a recent Meanjin 
piece has pointed to the "eerie calm" 
which pervades the Australian theatre 
at the moment. He sees it as "neither 
the calm of confidence nor the calm of 
catatonia — though there is an 
attendant air of langour, ennui even. 
For underneath the calm, or lack of 
excitement, there’s a weird strain of 
uncertainty." If this is true all over, and 
we must make allowances for
“The larrikins have gone or 
died, the crims are back in 
jail, the dope has dried up and 
the rage has gone.”
Hibberd’s non-naturalism, then it is 
far truer of Melbourne than it is of 
Sydney, where new companies are 
flourishing, new actors making life 
tough for the rest of us and new 
combinations of people and ideas are 
developing. People are doing things
and enjoying it. They’re even talking to 
each other. . .
Perhaps, most important for 
potential Melbourne boat people, the 
changes at Nimrod, the exciting and 
open government of the New Sydney 
Theatre Company, the development of 
the Paris, changes at the Stables, have 
created a new Sydney melting pot, into 
which old Melbourne warriors can 
toss themselves.
But the energy which marked the 
theatre in Melbourne from 1968 
through to the middle ’70s has 
disappeared or been absorbed into the 
mainstream. The larrikins have gone 
or died, the crims are back in jail, the 
dope has dried up and the rage has 
gone. Actors and writers have been co­
opted by film, television and
advertising, or have bowed to the civil 
service security of engagements with 
major, funded companies. They pack a 
lunch in a briefcase and reserve a space 
at the car park. Or maybe they’ve gone 
to Sydney.
It’s become difficult to do the things 
you’d like to do and to do them with 
confidence. This is not necessarily the 
fault of the companies, possibly just a 
fact of living in the ’80s.
Even at Hoopla, the newest 
company, desperate for respectability, 
the quest for an audience and 
"perceived marketing strategies", has 
caused the company to abandon many 
of its original objectives in practice. 
The poacher has turned gamekeeper. 
Even the name has been changed to 
protect the innocent.
The other companies in Melbourne 
— everyone has their problems. 
Optimism runs as high as Footscray’s
chances of making the finals. A night 
at the theatre is not much fun, rarely 
challenging and appears more and 
more archaic. If it’s true that cities get 
the theatre they deserve, then 
Melbourne has the right shows for the 
city with seven Sundays which, Bette
“It’s become difficult to do the 
things you like and to do 
them with confidence. This is 
not necessarily the fault of the 
companies, possibly just a fact 
of living in the ’80s.”
Midler said, proved conclusively that 
there was a life before death.
The APG’s self-destruct mechanism 
seems to be working, though there 
might be a Phoenix in the ashes if the 
new ensemble can recover from the 
sale of the old building.
The MTC, with its scale and 
authority, is without doubt the great 
success story of the Australian theatre. 
Despite the grudging remarks of its 
many detractors it has done a good 
deal more than just cater for the tastes 
of its audience. The guage has read less 
fine for its attempts at "minority 
theatre" however. Perhaps they’ve not 
really succeeded because it’s not been 
really necessary in recent years. It’s a 
bit like Jezza at South — the spirit’s 
there and the big dollar, but it’s all a bit 
beside the point.
The new chums from Peter Oyston’s 
drama hothouse at the Vic College for 
the Arts are vigorous and active. The 
Murray River and Essendon projects 
are now a part of the cosmos, though 
whether it’s this one or not is too early 
to say.
On the other hand there is great 
earthly activity in the "new wave" 
theatre restaurants, like the Last 
Laugh and the Flying Trapeze. A 
description of a week’s offerings, 
combining as they generally do, circus, 
cabaret, stand-up comics, long and 
short plays, music, audience parti­
cipation, transvestism, animal acts, 
drinking, eating and often someone to 
go home with after the show, makes 
Melbourne seem like Cabaret City. If 
only this great energy could feed the 
rest of the theatre more often.
Then everyone might return to 
Melbourne. After a ll. . .  it’s just 
another phase.
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THE
PLAY’S
THE
THING
By Robyn 
Nevin
Rarely do actors articulate their 
views on the relationship between their 
own work and that of other members 
of the creative process of theatre.
ROBYN NEVIN, one of our top 
actresses, first presented this view at 
the recent Playwrights’ Conference. 
She outlines some of her expectations 
of a playwright and his work, and the 
process an actor goes through to bring 
this work to life.
I have been quoted in print as saying 
that 1 preferred to be in a good 
production of a bad play, than a bad 
production of a good play.
I did say that. Itwassaidasaresultof 
having been a part of so many truly 
dreadful productions of plays that 
ranged from okay to brilliant; 
productions that were painful to be a 
part of. Times that required one to 
wade through four weeks of miserable 
rehearsal accommodating the director 
who could clearly be seen to be 
overdirecting - a word not often heard, 
but it it applies to actingand writing, it 
certainly applies to directing.
As an actor in this situation one is 
virtually impotent to serve the play as 
it should be served, and the result is a 
six to eight week season of 
performances; embarrassing and often 
demeaning to those on stage, and 
boring and irritating to those more 
perceptive members of the audience. 
However, this same situation does 
provide the actors, those few who may 
be interested enough, with the 
fascinating problem of how to make 
this play clear to an audience in spite of
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the production presentation factors. 
And so I came to change my mind - it is 
preferable to be involved in a good 
play.
1 arrived at this thought - if the play 
is bad the evening spent in the theatre 
watching it or being in it will be awful, 
and cannot in my opinion be saved by 
a good production  or clever 
performances. For me the true value of 
theatre lies in the substance of the play, 
not the production given to it.
The most important thing that 
happens is the realisation of the 
expression of a set of ideas and finally 
that successful realisation depends on 
the actor. And so it would seem that 
the content of a text would be of vital 
interest to an actor on reading a play, 
with a view to being a part of its 
presentation. So 1 have to say that 1 
expect substance in a play.
As I see it. an actor's first 
responsibility is to the text. The actor 
is there to make clear to the audience 
the intention of the writer, and in 
rehearsal the actor and director 
e mb a r k  on the j o u r n e y  of  
understanding those intentions - so 
clearly the actor's job is a happier one 
if the content provides exercise for his 
mind and skills. If the play shows
As Miss Docker in Patrick White's A Cheery 
Soul. Photo: Branco Gatta.
concern on the writer’s part for the 
quality of life and.the joy of the spoken 
word, then how much more interesting 
a job it is for the actor than to spend 
weeks of one’s life giving all one’s 
attention to a piece that skims over the 
surface of some vaguely titillating life 
s i tuat ion which requi res little 
c o n c e n t r a t i o n  or  i n t e l l i gen t  
contribution from an audience and 
nothing very deep from the actor. So 
it’s highly subjective, isn’t it! Some 
actors prefer the latter. There are as 
many different types of actors as there 
are writers and at this minute you’re
_......
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On the set o f  Dorothy Hewett's Pandora's 
Cross in the role o f  Ethel Malley. Photo: 
Branco Gaica.
hearing my point of view and I happen 
to find it difficult to make the 
distinction between the approach of an 
actor and that of an involved reader. 1 
think that finally there is only a good 
play or a bad play and that the good 
play will live up to the expectations of 
a group of disparate people and a bad 
play wouldn’t satisfy anyone with an 
iota of brains.
It’s easy enough to state in this 
idealistic and selective fashion that I’m 
only interested in intelligent plays of 
substance, but I must add that there is 
a pragmatic side to my nature and 1 
now acknowledge that most actors, in 
order to live, must and do accept 
whatever work comes along. There is, 
of course, a scale and as actors move 
up the scale they can afford to be more 
selective and it must be said that if the 
scale of payment to actors was more 
closely aligned to the scale that 
establishes where an actor is in terms 
of his development and career, then 
actors could afford to be more 
selective and our theatre could only 
benefit.
The style or manner in which the 
writer has clothed his characters and 
his story will quite quickly impress the 
reader as to the play’s literacy. Pretty 
important! The category may be 
domestic drama, farce, thriller or tone 
poem, but the depth of content soon 
becomes apparent .  Those first 
impressions can fill the reader with 
excitement or dread. 1 know both 
feelings . . .  well!
1 have reason for raising this and it is 
related to something that I see as an 
acting problem. The writer creates his 
own style, and hopefully it is 
calculated, crafted, to establish 
individual characters who inhabit a 
particular world.
It may sound naive to suggest that
one looks for characters who have 
been c r e a t e d  as s u b s t a n t i a l  
individuals, with speech patterns, a 
means of self expression peculiar to 
them and a philosophy that differs 
from that of the next character, but it 
has been my experience that some 
writers create characters who talk, 
think and behave alike and here comes 
the actor’s problems — having to 
"make-up" some kind of character in 
order to compensate for the lack of 
any basis provided by the writer. This 
encourages, or rather requires, an 
actor to impose all kinds of expedient 
"up-sleeves" type acting tricks on the 
text so as to present the audience with 
a believable, acceptable "person".
This is what 1 scathingly call 
personality acting which seems to be, 
in a general way, encouraged in our 
theatre, rather than being pared away 
so that we’re left with skilled actors 
rather than gleaming personalities or 
per formers.  One or two bad 
experiences early on in plays with 
superficial and arbitrary characters 
that need fattening up and decorating 
for the audiences, and then God help 
the good writers because whatever 
they create will have that actor’s set of 
acting tricks heaped on it and it will
Nevin played Miss Julie in the Old Tote’s last 
season. Photo: Rohen McFarlane.
take a very discerning audience, and 1 
include critics, who will bend their 
minds to wonder if w'hat they see is 
what was originally intended.
What do 1, as an actor, expect from 
a play? Surely my expectations are the 
same as those of an audience — 1 want 
it to interest me, excite me. move me, 
amuse me, challenge me -  my answer 
takes the form of a list of familiar 
cliches. I expected it to be literate and 
well crafted and thoughtful, after all 
I’m giving a slice of my life to its 
presentation and 1 expect it to enrich 
my life as I hope to enrich its life.
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Pinter’s Hothouse
by Irving Wardle
One of the lesser known works of Antonia 
Fraser is a short story called No Man's 
Homecoming in which a Hampstead 
resident returns to his house only to find it 
overrun by a crowd of characters who have 
escaped from the plays of Harold Pinter. 
This house party presents so many 
unexpected conjunctions of familiar faces 
that it seems the author has worked out the 
permutations with a slide rule; but 
although the house is packed to bursting 
point, you sense that there is one vital 
room which the invaders have failed to 
penetrate.
The same is true of Pinter’s own work. 
Behind the visible room there is often a 
hidden room where the terrors originate. 
From here Mr Big manipulates the two 
crooks in The Dumb Waiter; it is where 
Aston underwent the brain damage he 
describes in The Caretaker, and the dark 
destination of Stanley’s kidnappers at the 
end of The Birthday Party. And here, at 
long last, is the place itself in The Hothouse 
a long-suppressed work which Pinter 
has now unveiled under his own direction 
at the Hampstead Theatre.
Written in 1958 between The Birthday 
Party and The Caretaker, The Hothouse s  
set in a sinister medical establishment run 
by a fire-breathing military type called 
Roote. Patients are identified only by 
numbers, and the first thing we learn is that 
one of them has died. Another, we then 
learn, has had a baby — an unprecedented 
infringement of regulations ("How did she 
manage it?" "She had no accomplice"), and 
the hunt is on for the father. A scapegoat is 
found in the person of the guileless Lamb 
who is clamped into an ECT/ headset (like 
Aston), ruthlessly interrogated (like 
Stanley) and kept in confinement while the 
interrogaters inform Roote that the 
suspect’s guilt has been confirmed, even 
though the only point that emerged from 
the barrage of questions was his claim to be 
"virgo intacta".
By this time, it is clear that Lamb is a 
pawn in a power game among the staff to 
eliminate Roote and take over his job. 
There are three conspirators: Roote’s 
impassively submissive assistant Gibbs, 
the quietly insolent Lush, and Roote’s 
mistress who is sleeping with Gibbs. And 
as each of them is after the main chance, 
you have to keep up with some very 
intricate moves.
The main dramatic line consists of a duel 
between open and concealed aggression: 
Roote is like a mad bull, done to death by 
picadors. The trio never challenge him 
directly: they feed him false or 
contradictory information, they drop 
poisonous hints, and delicately rub salt 
into his wounds. "Let me fill you up," Lush 
offers politely when the enraged 
commandant throws a tumbler of whisky 
in his face; and then marks the occasion of 
Roote’s birthday with an exploding cigar. 
At its best, The Hothouse is a gladiatorial 
piss-taking event well up to Pinter’s usual 
Olympic standard in that sport.
Less satisfactory are the scenes where 
the conspirators are left alone together and 
attempt to exchange oblique ironies for 
direct speech; and the unprepared final 
massacre that leaves Gibbs as the lone 
victor. But for anybody interested in 
Pinter, the failings of this piece are as 
fascinating as its qualities. It shows him at 
a stylistic cross-roads. The characters 
begin as grotesques, and you sense him 
manipulating them and having fun at their 
expense. "For the love of Mike!", Roote 
explodes, going on to explain that Mike is 
the founder of the establishment. It is a 
one-off joke, foisted on the character by his 
creator. But as the action develops, you 
sense the characters rebelling against him 
and asserting their independent existence 
— and forecasting the line of development 
that arrived with such absolute certainty in
The C aretaker. The H am pstead  
production also vindicates the play as a 
mine of succulent acting parts, into which 
Derek Newark, James Grant and Angela 
Pleasence dig their teeth the deepest.
1 can offer no more than a briefly 
inadequate word on Michael Frayn’s 
Make and Break (Haymarket), the finest 
alliance between a living writer and a 
production team to have reached the West 
End for many a day.
Set in a hotel room at a Frankfurt trade 
fair, the piece is built around the 
monstrous figure of John Garrard 
(Leonard Rossiter), a salesman so 
compulsive that he cannot enter a room 
without clambering up to see which of his 
competitors has supplied the doors.
Frayn began life as a satirist, and 
salesmanship is a theme that has always 
brought him up to concert pitch; but satire 
now occupies only a small part in the 
scheme of things, and having created a 
wonderful comic grotesque in Garrard, he 
goes on to ask fundamental questions 
about the character’s ruling obsession, 
leading by way of high-pressure farce to a 
shockingly unexpected death. Michael 
Blakemore’s production gets great fun 
from tightly choreographed marketing 
routines, but his main achievement is to 
reflect every nuance of this resonant 
comedy through the ensemble work of a 
superb company.
Angela Pleasance and Derek Newark in Pinter's The Hothouse. Photo: John Homes.
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The Second 
Season
By Karl Levett
Time was when the coming of summer 
meant the drying up of the Broadway well. 
The last couple of years, however, has seen 
a new trend. Shows are deliberately 
opening late in the season so that they 
might linger to catch the summer tourist 
audiences that now pour into New York.
Suddenly this Spring there was a 
blossoming of this dynamic as we 
witnessed a parade of plays and musicals 
notable for their diversity and range. In 
Spring 1980 we were presented with a 
Second Season and it was as welcome as 
the tulips on Park Avenue.
Musicals are a natural for summer fare, 
but escalating costs have produced a new 
phenomenon that might best be described 
as a "mini-musical". There are no more 
than about twelve in the cast and often less. 
A mini-musical that has already come and 
gone. Happy New Year, attempted to place 
Cole Porter songs into Phillip Barry’s 
Holiday. It was a paste job that didn’t 
work, but was notable for what 1 believe 
was the Broadway debut of Pierre Balmain 
as costume designer. That the evening was 
memorable for its costumes says it 
sufficiently.
Another mini-musical, however, that 
looks like a summer success is Barnum 
which purports to be the life of the "Prince 
of Humbug". With the flimsiest book 
imaginable, the show’s conceit that Life is a 
Circus, Old Chum takes over and strings 
together a score that is Cy Coleman at his 
bounciest. In a wonderful circus setting by 
David Mitchell, Jim Dale as Barnum is 
responsible for driving the show along, and 
giving it a focus. He is a one-man circus: he 
acts, he sings, he dances, he walks the 
tightrope, he’s a clown, he’s ringmaster. 
His energy and talent hold this 
insubstantial pageant together.
Gordon Davidson, artistic director of 
the Mark Taper Forum in Los Angeles, is 
one of the most respected theatre 
personalities in the US. Mr Davidson has 
brought direct from LA his production of 
Mark Medoffs Children O f A Lesser God
and Broadway has welcomed it with open 
arms. The play documents the romance 
and marriage of a deaf pupil and her 
"hearing" teacher. It provides a glimpse of 
an alien world and is certainly most 
original material for the theatre. The whole 
concept of "signing" has a built-in 
thea tr ica li ty  that is surprisingly 
appropriate. The pupil is played by Phyllis 
Frelich who is herself totally deaf and it has 
been said that the play was tailored for her 
and written on prescription to highlight the 
existing problem. Which says much for Mr 
Medoff, for he has shaped from this 
material dramatic scenes that are 
consistently interesting. The first act, 
culm inating in the marriage, is 
wonderfully entertaining. Unhappily, the 
second act where we see the marriage 
d i s i n t e g r a t i n g ,  a l so  ma r k s  the 
disintegration of the play as Medoff is 
unable to gather together the strong 
threads of conflict he has thrown out. 
None of this is the fault of John 
Rubenstein (Arthur’s boy) as the Teacher 
who gives a performance that is 
remarkable for its charm, variety and 
dramatic intensity.
A new play by Israel Horovitz is always 
of interest and a full-length one is 
something of an event. In Sunday Runners 
In The Rain, at the Public Theatre, Mr 
Horovitz has ambitiously presented fifteen 
members of a Gloucester, Massachusetts’ 
club preparing for and running in a 
Sunday race. As the characters have 
known each other since grade school, it 
allows Horovitz to show a whole 
microcosm of New England society all 
logically meeting in a donut shop on a wet 
Sunday morning. It is Horovitz doing a 
Gorky, demonstrating a whole range of 
characters and, for the most part, 
succeeding to delineate them in very short 
order.
H o r o v i t z  k n o w s  G l o u c e s t e r ,  
Massachusetts and he knows running is 
ripe with metaphor and allows us to 
glimpse a barrage of topics including 
power, women’s lib, friendship, anti- 
Semitism and fanaticism. The Public’s 
production is an attractive one with flashes 
of outdoor scenes. The large cast is 
consistently good, with Robert Fields and 
Maureen Anderman leading the pack. The 
play still needs some clarification here and 
some tidying up there but Horovitz has 
written a timely play that is capable of
John Aquino. Larry Joshua and Robert 
Fields in Horowitz' Sunday Runners In The 
Rain. Photo: Frederic Ohringer.
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staying the distance.
The undisputed hit of The Second 
Season, however, is a most unlikely 
contender. It is the 1939 comedy, Paul 
Osborn’s Morning's At Seven, about four 
eccentric sisters who play havoc with each 
other’s lives. With its 1922 setting of two 
neighbouring Mid-Western backyards, 
and characters  notable for their  
quaintness, the initial impression is 
Chekov seen through the eyes of Norman 
Rockwell. But soon in the hands of an 
exemplary cast the more substantial 
virtues of character and plot take over and 
the audience is hooked. The casting of the 
four sisters is inspired: Nancy Marchand, 
Elizabeth Wilson, Teresa Wright and 
Maureen O ’Sull ivan.  Each shines 
individually, while conveying a sense of 
belonging to the other. 1 particularly liked 
the elegance of Ms O’Sullivan and the 
doggedness of Ms Wright. Under Vivian 
Matalon’s detailed direction the evening 
has a rightness that extends beyond the 
bounds of nostalgia. Audiences are eating 
it up, making it the star success of The 
Second Season.
The cast o f Paul Osborn's Mornings At 
Seven.
Jim Dale as P T Barman. Photo: Martha 
Swope.
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FILM
and his superiors and inferiors, Pluto’s 
Men. Larry (or Bisley, still with the 
inescapable look of a man selling 
cigarettes) and the tough but golden- 
hearted wife get out of the shambles alive 
but Heinrich succumbs to a bad case of the 
nucelar blues.
There is not much point in attempting to 
assess the acting capabilities of those 
concerned because acting is not really 
called for. The film’s virtues are to be seen
the setting of the disused oil shale mine 
with its ruined buildings under looming 
mountain ranges is impressive. The car 
chases are done every day in American 
television series and B pictures, and the 
script is about on a par with their 
mediocrity.
The Chain Reaction is a Palm Beach 
Picture in association with the Victorian 
Film Corporation and the Australian Film 
Commission.
BY ELIZABETH 
RIDDELL
Chain Reaction 
mediocre
The sight and sound of speeding hot 
metal, the crunch of vehicle on vehicle, the 
uncontrolled waywardness of man-made 
objects — these are the themes of a new 
film, The Chain Reaction. They are 
features which bear the stamp of George 
(Mad Max) Miller, who appears in the 
credits as a co-producer. The presence in 
the cast of Steve Bisley (so like Paul Hogan 
we expect him to present a packet of 
Winfield at every pause in the action — but 
there are not many pauses) may also be due 
to the influence of Miller.
The Chain Reaction, which is being 
distributed by Hoyts in August, started life 
as The Man on the Edge of the Freeway, 
possibly a more memorable title. It was 
produced by David Elfick of Newsfront 
and written and directed by Ian Barry, who 
is interested in science fiction. The film 
mingles social realism — scenes in garages, 
cafes, bush shacks, waterholes — with 
fantasy — scenes in giant industrial plants 
manufacturing something horrible, 
peopled with men in white space suits who 
behave like daleks.
As the film opens with some spectacular 
camera work from Russell Boyd’s crew a 
nuclear scientist at WALDO (Western 
Longterm Disposal Organisation whose 
job it is to get rid of nuclear waste) a 
scient i s t  named Hei nr i ch  (Ross  
Thompson) is exposed to radiation when 
an earthquake causes a storage container 
to come unstuck. The bosses are keen to 
have Heinrich tell what it feels like to die 
from such exposure and equally keen not 
to have anyone outside WALDO know 
what has happened. Heinrich wishes to tell 
the world of its danger and takes to the 
hills, escaping like a gaolbird in the back of 
a garbage truck.
In the hills, literally, Heinrich meets 
Larry (Steve Bisley) a mechanic with a fast 
truck, and his wife Carol (Anna-Maria 
Winchester) and Mr Gray (Ralph
Cotterill) who is chasing him on behalf of 
WALDO. Carol babies Heinrich, who has 
lost his marbles; Larry glowers; Gray plots; 
cars, trucks, motor bikes ridden by surly 
young policemen and buses filled with the 
above-mentioned daleks, known as Pluto’s 
Men, storm around the countryside, which 
is very pretty. It is actually the scrub and 
ruins of Blen Davis near Lithgow, where 
shale was once mined for oil in an 
operation that  supported, if only 
temporarily, 5000 people. The population 
is now 21.
If you can disentangle the plot from the 
noise and confusion — something may 
have been wrong with the sound at the 
preview we attended, because the early 
part of the dialogue was incomprehensible, 
and we think not deliberately as in an 
Altman film but by accident — it is about 
goodies, ie the good scientist and the good 
democratic mechanic and his good under­
standing wife, and the baddies, ie Mr Gray
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THE DANCE 
THEATRE 
OF HARLEM
"The Dance Theatre of Harlem is classical ballet that speaks with eloquence 
to all who have witnessed it, leaping across the artificial barriers of race and 
ethnicity, of politics and place, of ways and words. The Dance Theatre has 
transcended all these. Because this vivid, vital company speaks a special 
language, a language that our hearts understand well. And it has emerged into 
a world where achievement is a passport, where talent is nobility, where
meritocracy is the only structure acknowledged." __
Karel Shook
When the Dance Theatre of Harlem first opened the doors of its school to the public in October 1969 (in the 
basement gymnasium of the Church of the Master), curiosity was the only word to describe the reaction of 
the community. We realised that, for most of the people, this was their first contact with the art, physicality, 
and discipline of dance. Through establishment of an "Open House" policy, we encouraged visits to the 
school, and the enrolment grew phenomenally. Registrants range in age from three years to senior citizens. 
We now hold Open House on the first Sunday of every month, featuring guest artists and giving the students 
an opportunity to perform before an audience and providing worthwhile entertainment to the community.
Whereas our prime school function is directed toward service to the local community, we have attracted 
students from all parts of the United States, the Caribbean and some foreign countries. The curriculum is 
based firmly on classic ballet, but classes in ethnic, modern, special body exercises, jazz, tap, acting 
technique and music are also offered. Our tiniest, most unskilled students receive the same careful guidance 
as our most promising and talented ones. All classes are taught by the senior professional staff, which 
includes Arthur Mitchell, Founder and Executive Director of Dance Theatre of Harlem, Karel Shook, Marie 
Brooks, David Gagne, Kathleen Grant, Tommy Jonsen, Llanchie Lenda, Tanaquil LeClercq, Paul Mann, Mette 
Sem Spaniardi, Tania Viera and Zelda Wynn among others.
In the truest sense, all students at the school are on Scholarship. Children from seven to twelve pay $1.00 a 
week; those from thirteen to eighteen, $2.00 a week and college students, $20.00 a month. Special adult 
tickets are $22.50 and are good for ten lessons. There is a nominal registration fee. Every student is permitted 
to take as many classes each week as he can work into his schedule. No student is restricted to a limited
number of classes. .. ,
Although our basic premise is to offer the best possible dance training to the most people at the lowest
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possible fee, full scholarships, and those paying a small stipend are available. These scholarships are granted 
to particularly gifted students or to those who show promise and dedication but have no funds to pay for 
lessons. All scholarship applicants are auditioned by either Mr Mitchell or Mr Shook and are accepted on the 
basis of talent, desire, and/or need. Over the four years of our existence, more than three hundred youngsters 
have been awarded full scholarships. This includes children of all ages and stages of development.
Youngsters at the elementary and high school level who display potential for Company membership, who 
are in fact ''apprentices'' to the Company, attend the professional Children’s School and Lincoln Square 
Academy, tuition being paid by the Dance Theatre of Harlem. The high school drop-out whose grades have 
improved, the student whose D. average was raised to B+, the unmotivated whose goals seemed clouded, all 
are now applauded for their scholastic and artistic aptitudes, attesting to our faith in them, and theirs in us.
With the move into our new building in October 1971, enrolment and the number and type of classes offered 
increased considerably. Instruction is now offered in music appreciation, theory and applied instrumental 
techniques, and sewing and tailoring. Apprenticeships are offered in costume design and execution, set design and 
construction, stage lighting techniques, and stage managing. The aim of this program is to develop apprentices 
who will eventually become members of the Company’s production staff, who can reach a stage of proficiency 
whereby their new skills can prove useful to the theatrical world in general.
The Children’s Workshop of the Dance Theatre of Harlem was created in 1973. It includes children from the 
eleven to twelve-year-old bracket and has its own Company Manager, Wardrobe Department and Technical 
Crew. The Workshop is scheduled for performances in New York City, New Jersey and has been seen on TV.
"Few Negro children learn classical ballet. This is probably because there are few chances for Negroes to 
make their way in classic ballet; but, unfortunately, these chances do not get any greater because there are
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so few Negroes trained in classic ballet." (Clive Barnes, The New York Times, April 14, 1968.) This statement 
confirmed what the founders of the Dance Theatre of Harlem have known for many years. Not only were few 
Negroes trained in classic ballet, there was relatively little opportunity to avail themselves of such training, 
and no recognized school where their interests and talents could be developed. The establishment of our j
school is now history.
The public manifestation of the School is the Dance Theatre of Harlem performing Company. Beginning 
with a nucleus of three young people who had had previous dance training, the Company now numbers 
forty-six, all of whom are products of the rigorous training of only four years at the School. From the now 
famous Lecture/Demonstrations (which have been presented to many thousands of elementary and high yj|
school students), the Company has developed a unique personality, repertoire, and high standard of 
professional excellence which has been acclaimed throughout the United States and Europe. Rhythmetron, a 
TV special featuring Arthur Mitchell and the Dance Theatre of Harlem, was aired by PBS in March, 1973.
The young people who comprise the Dance Theatre Company are not only accomplished performers they 
serve as ambassadors from the Harlem community to the world at large. They have been the inspiration of 
hundreds of young people who now can see that they, too, have a choice and a chance.
These two fundamental concepts; commitment to the black community and the highest professionalism, 
have guided the school through its many changes and growth. Until the founding of DTH few blacks were 
trained in classical ballet, there was little opportunity to avail themselves of such training and few 
opportunities for their interests and talent to develop in many of the arts. Thus DTH has filled a vital and 
current historical need.
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Michael 
Edgley 
presents for 
1980/81
. . THE DANCE THEATRE OF HARLEM 
(In association With The Australian Elizabethan Theatre Trust 
J.C. Williamson Productions Ltd. and Sir Robert Helpmann)
DEREK NIMMO in SHUT YOUR EYES AND THINK OF ENGLAND 
(In association With Derek Glynne, London, and 
J.C. Williamson Productions Ltd.)
„ JANIS IAN
(In association With Kevin Jacobsen Concert Promotions)
__ VINCENT PRICE
(In association With Kevin Jacobsen Concert Promotions)
„  . . EVITA
(In association With Robert Stigwood and The Adelaide 
Festival Centre Trust)
MARCEL MARCEAU
(In association With Derek Glynne, London, and Kevin 
Jacobsen Concert Promotions)
THE LENINGRAD KIROV BALLET COMPANY 
(In association With Kevin Jacobsen Concert Promotions)
„  . . NUREYEV AND FRIENDS
(In association With Kevin Jacobsen Concert Promotions)
THE AMERICAN BALLET THEATRE
(In association With Kevin Jacobsen Concert Promotions 
and The Australian Elizabethan Theatre Trust)
ARTHUR
MITCHELL
When Arthur Mitchell joined the New York City Ballet in 1955, he was ^  
the first black dancer in the nation to become a permanent member of a 
major classical ballet company. Since then he has electrified audiences 
around the world with his performances in the ballets Agon and Arcade, , 
and in such roles as Puck in A Midsummer Night’s Dream and other 
roles created especially for him by George Balanchine and other
choreographers.
Mr Mitchell was born in New York City on March 27, 1934. His training 
in the arts began at age ten when he joined a neighbourhood Police 
Athletic League Glee Club. It was a junior high school guidance 
counsellor who recognised his dance talent, and encouraged him to 
apply to New York City’s High School of the Performing Arts. While a 
student there, he appeared in numerous dance concerts, and was 
granted a leave of absence during his senior year to perform in a Paris j 
revival of Virgil Thompson’s Four Saints in Three Acts.
Both Bennington College and the School of American Ballet offered 
Mr Mitchell scholarships following his high school graduation. He chose 
to study at the School of American Ballet, continuing to perform with 
several companies including those of Donald McKayle, Sophie Maslow, 
Anna Sokolow and the New Dance Group. He also made his Broadway 
debut during this period, in the Harold Arlen-Truman Captoe musical, , 
House of Flowers. Some time later, as a member of the John Butler 
Company on tour in Europe, he received a call asking him to join the 
New York City Ballet. He made his debut with the company in Western 
Symphony.
Mr Mitchell rose quickly to the position of premier danseur with the 
New York City Ballet. In a time span lasting over fifteen years he 
performed in roles covering the entire range of their repertoire, dancing } 
with every major ballerina in the company.
Between seasons with the New York City Ballet, Mr Mitchell danced 
with the William Dollar Ballet Theatre Workshop, in the Guy Lombardo ; 
production of Arabian Nights, and the musical revivals of Carmen Jones 
and Kiss Me, Kate. He appeared on The Jackie Gleason Show, the Jinx 
Faikenberg Show, Look Up and Live, Camera Three, Omnibus and the 
Johnny Carson "Tonight" Show.
Mr Mitchell’s artistic versatility has led him to actively participate in 
related areas in the arts. Working with Rod Alexander, he
choreographed the Broadway play Shinbone Alley, and was 
choreographer for the Newport (Rhode Island) Jazz Festival. He formed 
an inter-racial dance company which appeared at the Spoleto Festival of 
Two Worlds in Italy. In 1966, he organised and became artistic director 
of the American Dance Company, which was slated to participate in the 
first World Festival of Negro Art in Dakar, Senegal. Shortly thereafter, he 
was asked by the United States government to create the National Ballet 
Company of Brazil. He travelled back and forth between Brazil and the 
United States as the company’s resident choreographer and artistic 
director until the assassination of Dr Martin Luther King, Jr. This 
tragedy had a profound effect on Mr Mitchell. He made the decision to 
return to the United States and dedicate his life to enriching the lives of
*  others. . J
It was in 1969, with financial assistance from the Ford Foundation and 
. the aid of friends, that Arthur Mitchell founded the Dance Theatre of 
Harlem. Under his guidance, Dance Theatre’s structure as a non-profit 
arts organisation was so well designed that it was singled out by the 
Ford Foundation as a prototype for similar organisations. His expertise 
as Dance Theatre of Harlem’s chief administrator garnered him an 
invitation to serve as guest lecturer for a graduating class in the Harvard
Business School’s MBA program.
The honours and tributes paid to Mr Mitchell are many —  but perhaps 
the most memorable one came in the form of an invitation from Her 
Majesty Queen Elizabeth II. He dined as her guest aboard the yacht 
Britannia on the occasion of her visit to America during the 1976
Bicentennial celebration.
When the first stamps in American history depicting were issued by 
the US Postal Service in 1978, Black Heritage Covers honored Arthur 
Mitchell with a limited edition "Ballet" stamp cover. Cacheted on silk 
screen from an original painting of one of his performance photos, these 
covers are now collector’s items, as well as a lasting tribute to his work.
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SYDNEY SEASON —  REGENT THEATRE
TUESDAY JULY 8 —  SATURDAY JULY 19
PROGRAMME ONE
TUESDAY JULY 8 THRU SATURDAY JULY 12 
Nightly at 8 p,m. Saturday Matinee 2.15 p.m.
SERENADE
Choreography: George Balanchine Music: P. Tchaikovsky —  
One of the most celebrated works by America’s best loved and most honoured choreographer. Pure classicism of 
the highest degree. Romantic and lyrical to the emotional richness of Tchaikovsky’s music.
MANIFESTATIONS
Choreography: Arthur Mitchell Music: Primouf Fountain III 
Mitchell’s view of Adam, Eve and the Serpent. A spectacular work acclaimed as sensational when performed last
year with "Stars of World Ballet".
CLASSICAL PAS DE DEUX
Adagietto No. 5 or Don Quixote or Le Corsaire
DOUGLA
Choreography & Music: Geoffrey Holder 
Based on marriage ceremony from the West Indies. It’s a mixture of the East and African cultures, and when they wed
and have children, the children are called "Dougla".
PROGRAMME TWO
MONDAY JULY 14 THRU SATURDAY JULY 19 
Nightly at 8 p.m. Saturday Matinee at 2.15 p.m.
A superb programme selected from the following repertoire
*PAQUITA
Choreography: M. Petipa (restaged by Danilova) Music: P. Tchaikovsky 
Pure classical from the Kirov tradition. An utterly brilliant show piece.
BIOSFERA
Choreography: Arthur Mitchell Music: Marios Nobre 
An abstract version of an African Ritual. A deftly choreographed Pas de Deux to an electronic score. Specialises in 
the balance and strength of two bodies engaged in an exercise of countering space and gravity. A spellbinding
acrobatic conclusion.
RHYTHMETRON
Choreography: Arthur Mitchell Music: Marios Nobre 
A witty, moving work of art. A marvellous theatrical masterpiece. Danced with utmost precision, exuberant
temperament and well-defined rhythmic movement.
*SWAN LAKE. A C T II
Choreography M. Petipa Music: P. Tchaikovsky 
The most famous of all the classics. "Stunningly performed"... Washington Post.
MIRAGE —  THE GAMES PEOPLE PLAY
Choreography: Billy Wilson Music: Gary McFarland 
A humorous expose of the little intrigues that can occur at a cocktail party.
‘ CLASSICAL PAS DE DEUX
Adagietto No. 5 or Le Corsaire or Don Quixote
TROY GAMES
Choreography: Robert North Music: (Brazillian Batucada) 
A spoof on machoism, utilizing body building, karate and classical ballet.
‘ Each performance will include at least one of the recognised classics. 
Note: On Wednesdays at 1 p.m. there will be a special performance of "THE BALLET A TO Z."
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MELBOURNE —  PALAIS THEATRE
MONDAY AUGUST 4 THRU SATURDAY AUGUST 9.
) ADELAIDE —  FESTIVAL THEATRE
! MONDAY AUGUST 11 THRU SATURDAY AUGUST 16 
Nightly at 8 p.m. Saturday Matinee at 2.15 p.m.
BRISBANE —  HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE
MONDAY JULY 28 THRU SATURDAY AUGUST 2
PROGRAMME
r Selected from the following repertoire
'PAQ UITA
Choreography: M. Petipa (restaged by Danilova) Music: P. Tchaikovsky 
I Pure classical from the Kirov tradition. An utterly brilliant show piece.
DOUGLA
Choreography & Music: Geoffrey Holder
Based on marriage ceremony from the West Indies. It’s a mixture of the East and African cultures, and when they wed 
and have children, the children are called "Dougla".
ADAGIETTA NO. 5.
Classical pas de deux.
MANIFESTATIONS
Choreography: Arthur Mitchell Music: Primouf Fountain III
Mitchell s view of Adam, Eve and the Serpent. A spectacular work acclaimed as sensational when 
year with "Stars of World Ballet." performed last
'SERENADE
Choreography: George Balanchine Music: P. Tchaikovsky
^?ne. of ̂ he*rTiC>St celebrated works by America’s best loved and most honoured choreographer. Pure classicism of 
the highest degree. Romantic and lyrical to the emotional richness of Tchaikovsky’s music
RHYTHMETRON
Choreography: Arthur Mitchell Music: Marios Nobre
A witty, moving work of art. A marvellous theatrical masterpiece. Danced with utmost precision, exuberant 
temperament and well defined rhythmic movement.
‘ DON QUIXOTE PAS DE DEUX 
MIRAGE —  THE GAMES PEOPLE PLAY
Choreography: Billy Wilson Music: Gary McFarland
A humorous expose of the little intrigues that can occur at a cocktail party.
'SWAN LAKE. A C T II
Choreography: M. Petipa Music: P. Tchaikovsky
The most famous of all the classics. "Stunningly performed"... Washington Post
BIOSFERA
Choreography: Arthur Mitchgll Music: Marios Nobre
th l Hal!!"801 VerJ IO+n ° f Af/ ! can Ritual- A deft|y choreographed Pas de Deux to an electronic score. Specialises in 
acrobahcCconcfusionn9th °  tW°  b° d'eS en9aged m an exercise of countering space and gravity. A spellbinding
*LE CORSAIRE PAS DE DEUX 
TROY GAMES
Choreography: Robert North Music: (Brazilian Batucada)
A spoof on machoism, utilizing body building, karate and classical ballet.
Each performance will include at least one of the recognised classics.
Note: On Wednesday at 1.00 p.m. there will be a special performance of "THE BALLET A TO Z".
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What's Thrifty 
Rent-a-car got 
that others haven t
The Scorpion 2.6 luxury motoring exclusive to card holders.
Here’s a luxury car that isn’t a great, gas guzzling, hard to park beast. It s a superbly appointed, beautiful to
^  The^cc^ro ior^!^ RENT-A-CAR and we r e s e r v e . l{ especially for card holders. It can be
yours from as^little as $18 per day plus 17c per km or $35 a day with unlimited km. That’s the same price you pay 
for a rnmmon or aarden Holden or Ford from “the others . ,
Give yourself a little style treat, save a lot on your petrol bill and rent a Scorpion 2.6 from Thrifty -  there s no
stings attached. Phone and book one today. _  . _  a A D c
THRIFTY ALSO RENT-SIGMA ,DATSUN ,TOYOTA AND CHRYSLER GAS-MISER CARS
SYDNEY 357 5399 
PARRAMATTA 682 4177 
CHATSWOOD 411 4066 
WAGGA WAGGA 25 1833 
NEWCASTLE 43 8000 
ALBURY 21 6415 
CANBERRA 47 0174 
MELBOURNE 347 6322 
BRISBANE 52 2128 
SURFERS PARADISE 38 6511 
NOOSAVILLE 49 7566
MT. ISA 43 3325
ADELAIDE 223 4579
PERTH 325 3043
DARWIN 81 8776
ALICE SPRINGS 52 1303
HOBART 23 2741
LAUNCESTON 91 8470
DEVONPORT 24 6767
BURNIE for service phone Wynyard
WYNYARD 42 3407
HRIFTY
RENT-A-CAR
G AC T 5 0 5 IS R
In many European countries the art of dance is included as an everyday subject on a 
school’s curriculum . It is not considered a special subject for just a talented few.
A rthur Mitchell, the founder and inspiration of New York’s Dance Theatre of Harlem, 
began an education program for Harlem’s black ghetto children about seven years ago. 
A lthough these children lived just minutes from one of the recognized cultural centres of 
the world, they had had no opportun ity to attend performances by New York’s renowned 
ballet companies, and those that visited from overseas.
M itchell’s education program was based around a performance known as The A - Z  o f  
B a lle t.  The performance was especially created for children who have had little or no 
exposure to the world of dance, ballet or theatre. He uses his superb classically trained 
forty-s ix dancers as tools to demonstrate how, where and why ballet art evolved. He 
teaches how the body moves, he demonstrates ballet techniques. He teaches and instructs 
in a way that calls upon a ch ild ’s imagination and natural fla ir fo r expressing enjoyment.
At a performance of The A - Z  o f  B a lle t,  which has now been refined and developed for 
the enjoyment and instruction of children and young people of all ages, colours and 
creeds, Mitchell has his classically orientated company show all forms of d a n ce ... ethnic, 
modern and soul, as well as classical.
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TALKING WITH KAREL SHOOK
by Tobi Tobias
His office is in the basement of the Dance Theatre of 
Harlem where he is Arthur Mitchell’s partner in a brilliant 
idea. On 152nd Street, between St Nicholas and 
Amsterdam, they are building a school and a company, 
thrusting black dancers on to the classical ballet scene 
with a force that may very well revolutionise the dance 
arena. Shook’s room is a small, windowless cave, dark 
and secret, rich with treasures and reminders of the world 
he’s connected to: percussion instruments —  bells and 
drums: photos of foreign-looking dancers; books, books 
on theatre, dance, music, mysticism; letters everywhere, 
thanking and requesting, in French, Dutch, English, 
Russian; clothes, shoes —  for the street, for teaching; 
scores tapes... There’s just about space for these things, 
him and me, and the desk between us. We talk, try to 
communicate, and the tape recorder runs on, as if a life 
could be reeled into it. From time to time we surface to 
the huge, bare studio upstairs, blindingly bright with 
sunshine, where, for several sweat-filled hours a day, 
Shook schools bodies into images of perfection, 
incidentally teaching souls a thing or two about human 
expression and human need.
"First position —  here we go." "I was born in Renton, 
Washington, which is a suburb of Seattle, on Sunday 
morning at 1:00, August 8, 1920." His father was an 
American, "an adventurer, a soldier of fortune, who 
became a very, very decorated major" (cavalry, then 
machine gunner) in the British army, and ended up a civil 
engineer and, by necessity of the Depression, a farmer: 
"pigs, cows, vegetables and fruit." His mother came from 
a little town in Belgium. "That’s where they met, during 
World War II. She couldn’t stand him because he was 
always jumping over the river on his horse. She thought 
he was showing off. The married."
He got an unusual amount of acting experience, in his 
country school. Then, "when I was thirteen, I heard there 
was a scholarship audition for a summer course in theatre 
at the Cornish School of Allied Arts in Seattle." "Take 
more space." "I was determined to do this." "Ballet is 
willpower."  "So I scraped money together for the carfare and 
got myself there in my little sweater and dungarees.
"When I came in they said, ‘What do you want?’ and I 
said, ‘I want to audition.’ They said, ‘You’re too young, 
you can’t audition.’ I said, ‘I must.” ' "You've just got to be 
more relentless, people." "So they called out the director 
of the school, a little sort of dumpy woman in flowered 
voile, Nellie Cornish —  a fabulous person —  and she said, 
‘Oh, my goodness, I don’t know what to do with you; 
you’re too young. Well wait here, boy, and we’ll see.’ I 
waited hours and hours. When all the others had finished, 
she came out again and said, ‘Oh God, that boy is still 
here.’ Well then she let me appear before the judges and I 
did the monologue from Richard III and there were great 
whisperings among them. Next came the poetry —  I 
recited something from Lord Byron. Great whisperings 
again. Finally, for the singing — " "These days you have 
to be able to do everything." I announced that I had 
prepared, piece de resistance, the scene of the death of
Aase from Peer Gynt. Maria Ouspenskaya, the famous old 
Russian actress, who was on the panel, said, ‘Oh, I do the 
mother with you!’ ‘No,’ I said, ‘it’s not necessary. I do both 
parts.’
"Well the outcome of it was that I got my scholarship, 
but not for acting. ‘You’re too small,’ Cornish said. ‘And 
there is going to be a great renaissance in dance. So I 
would suggest to you . . . ’ That’s how I was introduced to 
dancing, and I really fell right into it. I had wonderful 
teachers. I began to perform, and in 1937 the Ballet Russe 
came to Seattle. They saw me and asked me to join the 
company, and somehow, some way, I got to New York." 
"Heads up and come in the centre."
His early experiences with Ballet Russe were funny, 
nightmarish, and, in the end, frustrating. "How many of 
you have never done this before?" "My first part was my 
debut at the Metropolitan Opera House. I did the Beggar 
in Nobilissima Visione, a small part, but very important. 
The day of the performance, I got to the theatre, took 
what I thought was my costume, put it on, and went to 
ask the wardrobe mistress how I looked. She turned grey, 
nearly fainted, and said, Take it off, take it off.’ It was 
Leonide Massine’s costume. My costume was quite 
different and quite uncomfortable —  made of straw. I had 
to wear a black wig. My music sounded and I went on 
stage and threw myself at Massine’s feet. And my wig fell 
off. At the Metropolitan Opera House. Well I went through 
my act and got off, and disappeared as fast as possible. I 
thought now, God, I’m finished. The next morning I came 
into the theatre very early, expecting to be massacred. 
Massine was all alone on the stage, doing his barre. I 
wondered, shall I go to him or is he going to come to me? 
Then he saw me and said ‘Oh Karlousha, very good. Very, 
very good. But please in the future try to keep your 
clothes on.’
"I had had very little really classical training, so you can 
imagine what my situation there was. After a time I 
realised I simply had to study. Properly." "Ballet is 
placement." "When you come into class you should be 
prepared to put in one hour and a half of total mental, 
physical, and spiritual concentration. What we do here in 
the classroom is child’s play, you know. When you’re on 
the stage, you’re in a white heat. You have to be able to 
support it. What we’re doing here is preparing for that.
The classroom is a place of perfection and purification. 
The lesson is a ritual. You have to concentrate. Totally. If 
you don’t do that, it ’s useless. No, not useless: it ’s 
immoral." "I saw that it was nonsense going on like this, 
with no lessons and just being pushed on the stage here 
and there." "You’re just muddling around." "And the 
company was very unclassical. It was all character 
dancing. In fact, when Mr Balanchine came to put on 
Serenade, he couldn’t find seventeen girls who could 
dance on their toes. I wanted to have schooling. So I went 
to Ballet Arts, and started studying with Eddie Caton."
Shook has a reverence for great teachers, possibly 
because they are so rare. "We need teachers and 
choreographers in dance; there are plenty of dancers."
He describes the gifted masters —  Dorothy Fisher, Cia 
Fornaroli-Toscanini, Caton, Laurent Novikoff, Alexandra 
Fedorova, Anatole Oboukoff, Felia Doubrovska, Pierre
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Vladimiroff —  who have furthered and inspired his career, 
with awe and respect and love. " . . .  a very great teacher, 
he had a simply encyclopedic knowledge of classical 
dance, a man who’d sit and talk with us for hours after 
class, very sympathetic, very aristocratic." For him, they 
convey the art from past tradition to future innovation, 
and make it live gloriously, through its practitioners, in 
the present moment.
"Then (1941) it was springtime, and the Ballet Russe 
was having a season again at the Met, and I rejoined 
them. This time to stay." He knew what he wanted now. 
"My path was toward teaching. I wanted to be part of 
direction and staging and choreography. But I couldn’t do 
any of this without dancing. Performing with the company 
was part of the necessary preparation. So the period that 
followed was an interim time, seven years of travel and 
hard work, an apprenticeship, not an actual fulfillment."
Although, during these years, he developed as a 
virtuoso, he was never a dancer’s dancer, a classroom 
dancer. "I was always primarily a performer; I have a 
tremendous urge for communication." "Here in the ballet 
studio you’re learning a language —  words, grammar, 
syntax — but most of all a means of speaking to others."
In 1947 "I took a year off to study and starve." "If you 
can’t stand still, you won't make it." He pursued a round 
of interests, in dance, music, languages, and did a great 
deal of writing. He was leading the kind of life most 
reflective of his talents and temperament. "Listen to the 
music." Then, as now, he was a man whose natural 
element was a sophisticated, multi-faceted culture. There 
was nothing of the esthete about him, though; his 
approach al-ways had a visceral passion and practicality.
He took his breadth of outlook back with him into the 
dance world, where it permeates his thinking and 
teaching. "To me dance should not be devoted to dance. I
often tell students to get away from dancing. There are 
other things in life that are going to make them the 
dancers they should be, and not just standing in first 
position, waiting for the bus, or doing tendus in the street. 
There are dancers who wrap themselves up in dance.
They talk dance twenty-four hours a day, they darn their 
toe shoes, they wash their tights. They don’t have any 
communication with the world that’s around them, they 
live an absolutely empty existence, and in general you 
don’t see these people on the stage. Either they don’t 
make it, or if they manage, say, to get into a corps de 
ballet, they don’t last. Then one day they wake up and 
find that they’ve been living in a vacuum."
Sabbatical over, he toured the country in two 
Balanchine-choreographed shows: Song of Norway, then 
The Chocolate Soldier. He completed his course in 
Balanchine by joining the New York City Ballet for a brief 
and not very happy season. "I loved the people and the 
atmosphere" —  he has an enormous respect for 
Balanchines genius and the ambience he generates —  
"but I didn’t enjoy the kind of dancing I did. There was 
nothing for men to get their teeth into. To me it was like a 
mathematical equation that you were solving all the time. 
Actually, I found it very hard to differentiate between the 
ballets. You’d put on one costume which looked exactly 
like the costume you wore in the other ballet and go on 
and do approximately the same steps, which generally 
were jete battu." Don’t get stuck in the fifth position."
"It’s one thing to be exact; it ’s another to be so exact 
you re not doing it." "If you don't use the dynamics of it, 
you’re not doing anything, and it’s injurious, and it 
doesn’t go anywhere." "Let go! Dance!"
"Shake your legs and try it again."
In 1950 he went back to Ballet Russe, as a mime 
dancer, teacher, and assistant ballet master. He also 
began to choreograph. It seemed to be an ideal situation 
and yet, asked to take over the ballet department of the 
Katherine Dunham School in the summer of ’52, "I left a 
very well-paying position to go and teach for forty dollars 
a week. This was the job I was looking for.
"I did not go to the Dunham school to teach black 
people. I went there to teach." And, to answer the 
greatest unspoken curiousity about his career; "I do not 
teach black people for any political, social, or personal 
feelings." "You make such complications and it doesn’t 
help you." "You don’t change the structure just because 
there’s a variation."
At Dunham’s "I was very fortunate in the students I had: 
Jaime Rogers, Pearl Reynolds, Walter Nicks, Claude 
Thompson. It was then that Mary Hinkson came to me 
and said, ‘There’s a boy I teach at the High School of 
Performing Arts who’s very gifted. But he needs a lot of 
work technically. He wants to be a ballet dancer and 
they’re trying to discourage him and tell him to study 
modern, because he’s black.’ So I said, ‘Bring the boy to 
me and I’ll talk to him.’ He was seventeen years old, 
working, studying, and supporting his family. I gave him a 
scholarship and I said, ‘Don’t worry about what people tell 
you. Just do it and see what happens.’ Arthur Mitchell.
"When the Katherine Dunham School closed, in the 
spring of 1954, I opened my own school —  the Studio of 
Dance Arts. On Eighth Avenue, just above Downey’s. The 
students from Dunham’s came with me. By that time there 
was Alvin Ailey, Donald McKayle, Mary, Matt Turney, Billy 
Wilson, Bob Cohan, Mitchell and Ailey both taught, too. 
Classes in ethnic dance were given, and tap, with Charley 
Atkins. The school was an enormous success. But the 
people in the office downstairs were going out of their 
minds." "Let me see six entrechats and one royale to
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finish. Exaggerate the beats." "It’s too heavy, people."
"Finally I got a new location, an abandoned post office 
on 69th Street. I had nothing but headaches there. Costs 
kept going up. I felt I just couldn’t go on teaching and 
bookkeeping — " "You don't have to be a great 
mathematician to be a ballet dancer, but you do have to 
be able to count to eight." "—  and cleaning the floors all 
by myself. But it was a school of wonderful dancers."
At this time the June Taylor School was urging him to 
join their faculty, but they were afraid that these 
wonderful (and black) dancers, who would naturally 
follow their teacher, might endanger the commercial 
success of their school. Still, they trusted Shook and 
wanted him badly enough to try it. "It was instant 
integration and the school just flourished."
In the end, though, commercialism drove him from 
Taylor’s. Disenchanted with America, artistically and 
politically —  "It’s all wrong, people." "It’s a very serious 
fault.” "It’s no good at all." —  he decided to try life and 
work abroad, and so accepted the position of ballet 
master with the Netherlands Ballet.
If Shook today has a reputation as a miracle worker, 
because of what he’s done in Harlem, surely he served his 
apprenticeship there in Holland. It was a very young 
company that he came to, the more mature artists leaving, 
just then, to form the Netherlands Dance Theatre.
Although some of the dancers were quite gifted, their 
training had been extremely erratic." "People used to 
teach that way. They’d say, ‘Never mind about the arms. 
You’ll get the arms later.' That's wrong. It has to all start 
at once." "The little indulgences you allow yourself in 
class will come out on stage. You can count on it."  No 
state or even quasi-official school existed to provide the 
company with its essential steady supply of performers, 
trained methodically in a basic technique and style. "It 
must be one movement phrase." The repertoire was huge; 
extensive travelling and a great many performances were 
required of the group. With these problems, it was almost 
impossible to maintain high standards of performance. To 
make matters worse, the atmosphere in the theatre was 
rife with political intrigue, a situation complicated even 
further by the stultifying bureaucracy that governed 
matters of hiring and firing.
Yet in amazingly short time Shook pulled the company 
together, giving it strength and style, and bringing the 
group to highly successful seasons in Monte Carlo and 
Barcelona in 1961.
He was at his most active as a choreographer during 
this period, producing twenty works, both for the stage 
and for television, in four years. Alceste, an opera-ballet 
for TV and Jazz Nocturne, which starred Billy Wilson, 
were two of his best, most inventive and acclaimed 
pieces. And yet choreography never became the centre of 
his career. "Some of the ballets I did were flops, and they 
shouldn’t have been. Only because, for me, choreography 
is a twenty-four-hour-a-day job.
You can’t teach, rehearse other people’s work, and have 
any kind of heavy schedule and choreograph seriously, 
too. It just doesn’t work. And, strangely enough, despite 
the amount of choreography I’ve done, I don t consider 
myself a choreographer. People call me a choreographer 
and I just don’t believe it. My work is as a teacher.
"This time, Holland was all very exciting. I bought a 
house on a canal —  it was built in 1664 and thought of 
becoming a citizen. There was talk of a decoration from 
the government. But the country was so isolated 
artistically. In the end, there just wasn’t enough 
stimulation." He began to consider his alternatives.
"Think about it for a while." There were persuasive offers 
from America and Europe, among them an invitation from
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Cranko to Stuttgart —  "Very Serge Lifar." —  as ballet 
master, and then...
"I was going home one balmy April evening; I had been 
working on a big opera production and I hadn’t seen a 
newspaper for days. Very near to my house was the 
biggest church in Amsterdam —  the Westerkerk. It was 
surrounded by thousands of people. I pushed through the 
crowd and asked someone, ‘What’s going on here?’ They 
said, ‘It’s for Martin Luther King. He’s dead, assassinated. 
Well, you couldn’t get through the front door of the 
church, but, being a rat in the neighbourhood, I went 
around the side and snuck in. There followed a memorial 
service that was so wrought with emotion... I was moved, 
but I couldn’t get into this hysterical emotionalism. I 
thought, after all this violence and destruction, something 
positive must happen."
At the same time Arthur Mitchell was turning around at 
a New York airport. He was about to make one of his 
frequent flights to Brazil, where he had created a national 
ballet company, and was seriously considering staying 
there permanently as its director. The news of King’s 
assassination reached him, his sense of shock and 
desolation becoming a desperate need to do something 
constructive. Then he realised he might achieve the same 
goals he aimed for in Brazil, at home, for black American 
dancers. He never got on the plane. "Two weeks later 
Arthur Mitchell called me with the proposition for Dance 
Theatre of Harlem. I accepted it immediately." "You must 
be ready."
They started at the Harlem School of the Arts on 
August 1, 1968, with a nucleus of four professional 
dancers, creating everything else as they went along. The 
base of operations moved to rented studios in the Village, 
up to wonderfully atmospheric but brutally inadequate 
quarters in 125th Street’s Church of the Master, then to its 
own home on 152nd, a striking renovation that seems to be 
showing the Juilliard School how brilliant and effective 
you can be if you’re poor.
"From the beginning, it simply went. Immediately very 
talented people started coming in, so the company 
happened almost at once." Students came from all over, 
from the streets of the community, from the international 
dance world. The school is integrated: the company is 
black. Each serves the other. "It had to be a black, 
classical company, not to prove that this could happen, 
but to make it happen. The main thing is to give an outlet 
to black talent. The company is necessary as a pillar of 
the organisation. There would be no reason to have a 
school, teaching black kids classical dance, unless we 
could give these kids something to look forward to. Here 
the youngest children are coming out of class and 
watching rehearsals and immediately becoming involved 
in what’s happening. They can see their future. The older 
ones get on the stage while they’re still learning. Our 
dancers are practicing dance from the day they start.”
This orientation towards performance has helped 
enormously in creating the group’s vitality and appeal. "If 
you take children and give them eight years of exercises 
and then tell them, ‘Now dance!,’ you’ve got a bunch of 
poor crippled beings on your hands who don t know whai 
to do. They haven’t got a clue to what it means to dance. 
They’re used to doing a highly developed form of physical 
exercise —  the most perfected athletes they are —  with 
joy, but without ever going beyond themselves."
The company is in no hurry to force integration. 
"Integration will happen naturally, through cooperative 
ventures with other groups" —  last year, a joint effort with 
Balanchine’s company; most recently, a series of 
performances with the Chicago Opera Ballet "and 
through the subject matter of ballets we want to do." For
now, though, "the company’s blackness is part of its 
uniqueness." "Don’t rush, people." "Hold. Hold. Hold." 
"Don’t drop down after you’ve finished a phrase. Balance 
It for a minute."
But the people he teaches are, simply, whoever comes 
to him, blacks, whites, "people who are professional ballet 
dancers or hope to be, modern dancers, wishful thinkers." 
"Most of the people I teach have no preconceived idea 
about what ballet is, or, if they do, they are very highly 
developed people. So they work very purely. They do 
what you tell them to do and they go about it with energy, 
assiduously. You see improvement every day. Bodies 
change. Attitudes change. Miracles seem to happen. Not 
everyone who comes to you is going to be an Ulanova or 
a Nureyev. But I’ve had numerous students who seemed 
hopeless. You looked at them and thought nothing’s ever 
going to happen. And some of these people have become 
leading artists. The one who looks the most gifted doesn’t 
always make it; all too often the natural talent is a terrible 
drawback. Most of our highly successful artists have had 
terrific obstacles to overcome." "You have to be careful, 
people. In ballet things appear to be what they are not."
In his classes he works, simultaneously, for technique 
and awareness. He demands concentration, control, 
stamina, lively intelligence, courage, projection; more 
than anything he asks the dancers to look for, find, and, 
above all, communicate meaning. His classes are almost 
overwhelmingly challenging because, in the end, he never 
tells a dancer what to do. The thrust of his effort is to 
make his dancers realise, for themselves, what they need 
to do, and to develop in them the resources for doing it. 
"You have to find it yourself. No teacher can give it to 
you. He can only present it." "To make an artist, the 
teacher doesn’t do all that much. You can only teach up 
to a certain point. After that you guide."
He gives a heavy barre —  thorough, deep, sustained, 
still fast enough to put the bodies into a working 
momentum. The exercises have a brilliant, meaningful 
pace and logic to them, each one in itself, and each in 
connection with what goes before and after. Followed 
thoughtfully, the sequence offers an amazing physical 
insight. "This is what the Russians have that we don’t 
have..."
Centre work expands from what’s been done at the 
barre, repeating and building on it. There are usually 
several short adagios and then, often, a spate of small, 
quick jumps to get the feet going and break up the 
rhythm. The emphasis in the adagio section is on 
sustained connection and phrasing. "Be with us. Keep the 
tempo. We have to work together. It’s all a welded thing. 
It’s not sheet music and you and me and them. It’s all one 
piece."
These slow enchainments often incorporate turns, 
sometimes mean ones, and lead into a concentrated 
series of turn combinations. Here the elements of 
technique are so exactingly scrutinised the dancers seem 
naked before the mirror and Shook’s eyes*
Jumps, which follow, are carefully taught, beats 
analysed and explained, airborne ballon pleaded for, all 
with such gentle clarity and implacable persuasion —  
"Reach it!" —  that there seems to be no reason why 
everyone in the room shouldn’t be doing an easy 
entrechat dix. In all of the sequences he invents —
"instant choreography" —  he is a master of variation, 
taking a phrase and embroidering it with his imagination, 
without ever letting go, or allowing the dancers to let go, 
of the central kinetic statement. "You have to be able to 
find in one word the possibility of saying it a thousand 
different ways."
Finally the class comes across the floor in unsupported, 
launched movement. "Straight to the front. Split the air." 
As the dancers try the ultimate exploration of 
groundspace and airspace, he demands not only the utter 
limits of technique each one can summon, but nothing 
less than the spirit —  blood, bone, gut and heart —  of 
dancing. Anything less and he shakes his head sadly, 
"You’ll never make.it."
At the end, no applause, he doesn’t allow it, shrugging 
off praise or thanks. But his dancers seem to know and 
somehow convey back to him the feeling that each one of 
his classes is a gift. "Not everyone is made to dance. 
However, I think everybody should dance. In one way or 
another." After class he sits and talks with the students, 
who bring him their problems of technique, of their 
careers, of their emotions and lives. " I’m preparing for the 
future."
"I’d like what I’m doing at the moment to continue to 
grow." He hopes that, in addition to housing the school 
and the company, Dance Theatre of Harlem will become a 
true centre for the arts. It’s not one of those sleek, 
cultural supermarkets he’s after, but the careful, 
conscious building of a place where the creative 
development of artists can evolve. " I’d like to see a 
rounded curriculum involving music, dance in many 
forms, drama —  all the allied arts —  historical and social 
study, to train the whole artist, who will approach dance 
as a form of human expression.
"I’ve always worked from a humanistic standpoint. In 
ballet we’re not doing something esoteric, in a glass bell 
jar, you know, but something as gutsy and real as the life 
we live in the streets. Art is part of our life as a whole; the 
connection must show."
"Not bad. Rest."
Reprinted from Dance Magazine.
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BY WILLIAM 
SHOUBRIDGE
Graeme Murphy’s 
new work.
Of all the styles and manners of 
choreography that go to make up the vast 
field called classical ballet, one of the 
most rigorous and demanding would have 
to be that of George Balanchine.
In Balanchine’s own repertoire, there 
would be few ballets as demanding, in their 
own way than the intricacies of Ballet 
Imperial. This is Balanchine’s direct 
homage to the grand style of Marius 
Petipa’s classicism as demonstrated in 
works like Sleeping Beauty, Raymonda 
and La Bayadere.
When the Australian Ballet first 
performed the work back in the ’60s, it had 
the heavy, pompous sets and glittering 
costumes first designed for it. In the 
intervening period, Balanchine laid down 
an edict that the work was to be retitled 
Tchiakovskv Concerto No 2 xand that all 
the sets were to go along with the 
glamorous tutus.
What we now have in the ballet is a clear 
and pristine summation of the Petipa 
inherited manner of dancing, we can see 
the steps clearly now. They’re not obscured 
by all that heavy dressing and atmosphere.
Just as the work is created to illustrate 
specific things in classicism it is never as 
well performed by any company as it is by 
the company built to Balanchine’s exact 
specifications, the New York City Ballet. 
No other company can manage that exact 
look that really makes a Balanchine 
ballet complete; but the man’s works are so 
important for audience and dancer alike 
that every company should perforce have a 
selection of Balanchine works in their 
repertory.
Without a doubt the Australian Ballet 
should have more than it has now. On the 
opening night in Sydney, the corps de 
ballet were totally out of sync, and the 
soloists Lois Strike and Joanne Michel 
made every difficulty glaringly apparent. 
But throughout the season the ballet was
obviously worked on and it improved out 
of sight. Joanne Michel especially gaining 
greater authority and style in the fiendish 
footwork and knife edge directional 
changes in the soloist role.
Sheree da Costa in a later cast tended to 
blur the footwork and the port de bras 
looked desperately clawlike as if she was 
trying to find something to hold onto 
during that exposed chasm of the first solo 
entrance, but again this estimable dancer 
settled down once the work was well under 
way and lost her tendency to anticipate the 
music and rush things.
For many people in the audience, the 
Balanchine work was the main event and 
quite justifiably so in my opinion. But the 
greatest applause was generally reserved 
for the new Graeme Murphy work for the 
company, Beyond Twelve set to that jewel 
box piano concerto in G major by Ravel. 
The ballet is roughly about three stages of 
becoming a dancer and more specifically, 
becoming a dancer in Australia.
It is a daring and interesting innovation 
for Murphy to illustrate the theme of 
growing up by utilising a trio of male 
dancers. David Palmer as the young and 
coltish lad beyond twelve, David Burch as 
the more disciplined but still energetic 
practising dancer beyond eighteen and 
Kelvin Coe as the mature and dignified 
dancer beyond twenty-five.
It starts with a crack this new Murphy 
ballet, with a group of young footballers 
going through their calisthenics and hand-
passes to the rippling energy of the 
concerto’s first movement. It’s not literal 
football of course, it’s illuminated football. 
The young boy’s Edna Everage-esque 
mother tears him from the undirected 
energy of all this into the rigours and styles 
of dance practice.
We next glimpse our hero at the barre, 
doing class, having a bit of an infatuation 
with a female partner and gradually 
stepping into the shoes of responsibility.
The sharp jagged energy keeps building 
and ultimately the young boy of beyond 
twelve and the brave young man of beyond 
eighteen meet with the complete dancer of 
beyond twenty-five.
It is this section (played to the misplaced 
adagio section of the concerto as the final 
movement) that supplies the real heart and 
core of Murphy’s work.
It begins as a trio with the three men 
intertwining with each other in gentle 
supportive counterbalanced poses. The 
most telling and poignant moment occurs 
when it seems that the older man is "peeling 
off" aspects of the past in order to realize 
himself completely in the present. It is very 
simply done. David Burch simply lifts and 
folds David Palmer up and behind him and 
Coe does the same to Burch, then Coe 
quite simply shakes their hand and bids 
them goodbye.
He does an extended langurous 
stretching solo and then an extended duet 
with the girl who figured prominently 
earlier, while the aspects of the past dance
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momentarily in unison with him in 
illuminated areas at the back of the stage. 
But the arena is ultimately left to him alone 
and he continues solo to that very slow and 
wistful waltz-like final movement. There is 
an air of resignation, shot through with 
touches of a sadness but in the end it leaves 
one with a feeling of peace and 
accomplishment.
What is so heartwarming about the 
work is that not only does it have 
choreography of quirky humour and 
serene beauty but it makes one feel that we 
have seen the progression of a human 
being even through the stylized device of 
three main protagonists and in the end, the 
audience cares very much about that 
human being.
Nothing in the dancing could be faulted, 
probably because everyone is at one with 
their material and it is that identification 
that gives the work the added urgency.
The music had a glowing reading from 
the Sydney Elizabethan Trust Orchestra 
and the pianist Gary Laycock, while he had 
some sticky moments in the Tchiakovsky 
2nd Concerto for Ballet Imperial had all 
the dash, fire and bittersweet purity of tone 
that one could wish for in the Ravel 
Concerto.
The first programme of the Sydney 
Dance Company’s two month long season 
in the Drama Theatre is in the way of being 
the most adventurous and demanding one 
they have ever mounted.
While before now they have forged 
ahead consolidating their position and 
tackled new areas of expression such 
works as Rumours and Poppy, they have 
now tackled a major ballet score of the 
20th century that has been the downfall of 
many a good choreographer before now, 
Ravel’s symphonic masterpiece Daphnis 
and Chloe.
It is a difficult score to dance to, not 
merely because of all the sudden 
unexpected cross rhythms built into it, but 
because they are so expertly buried by the 
vibrant sheen of Ravel’s orchestration. The 
score is a trap for the unwary and the 
dancer not attuned to the complexities of 
the musical accompaniment.
Although Daphnis and Chloe are the 
main protagonists of the drama, the tale 
as such is a paen to nature and fertility, it 
is the actions and interventions of Pan that 
bring the two characters out of the fold of 
childhood innocence into a deeper 
realization of life and love.
There is probably no other dancer in 
Australia that could have been as 
convincing in the role of Pan as Paul 
Saliba. He has always had a strong, 
brooding stage image and now when his 
characterisation is allied to the vibrant, 
swerving highly animated choreography of 
Murphy, he achieves almost complete 
identification with his material. It makes
Pan once and for all one of the work’s main 
characters.
Victoria Taylor and Carl Morrow cast 
as the two young innocents are also ideally 
suited. Taylor with her lissome ease of 
movement and Morrow with a strong 
virility artfully hinted at in the early 
moments and cumulatively revealed as the 
work progresses, make their characters 
real, we can believe them and in their 
predicaments.
Murphy hasn’t been afraid to be eclectic 
in his vocabulary for the rest of the 
company either, whether it be directly 
copied "Attic" poses for the first communal 
danse or for a tang of Bossa Nova and 
ballroom dancing (literally portrayed) in 
the Contest scene.
He and designer Kristian Frederickson 
have dressed the pirates in black leather 
and portrayed them as bikies. It’s not a new 
idea. Lorca Massine did exactly the same
Janet Vernon and Carl Morrow in Daphnis and 
Chloe.
in his version for the NYCB’s Ravel 
Festival; but it is effective.
It makes the image of threat and 
despoilment of innocence totally con­
vincing. Putting Cupid on a skateboard 
and the Three Graces on roller skates could 
be open to question from some, but 1 
presume Murphy is trying to get over the 
aspect of the Supernatural world moving 
in ways completely different from that of 
the mortal. Trouble is, with Cupid 
zooming around thus and wearing a 
helmet with wings, one could get confused 
with Mercury, and I personally always 
thought that Pan materialised out of a tree 
trunk when needed rather than descending 
from the clouds like Zeus, but these are 
minor quibbles.
What really matters is that this Daphnis 
and Chloe is convincing because it has 
treated aspects of ancient myth in a way 
totally familiar to a modern audience. It 
has created a modern day iconography so 
that when one looks at it, nothing seems 
too forced or too smart by half.
It has been created as a total piece of
theatre and to cut it up into choreography 
and set and music is to tear down the 
structure. There are marvellous set pieces 
in it to be sure; the wide sweeping turns at 
the lovers’ initial encounter; the Pirate’s 
Dance; that delicious scene with Lykanion 
teaching Daphnis all the nuts and bolts of 
lovemaking (so memorable because of 
Janet Vernon’s sly "cat with the cream" 
smile throughout) but the narrative is to be 
seen as seamless and must be treated as 
that.
Outstanding in it however, apart from 
M urphy’s choreography is the set design of 
Kristian Frederickson. Just as Murphy 
hasn’t been afraid to incorporate 
surprising material into his choreography, 
Frederickson has not winced at making the 
stage space deliberately artificial and 
theatrical. A simple white space with a 
ramp at the back, some spare cut out trees, 
various gauzes and back drops and an 
obviously 4 ply cloud for Pan to ascend 
and descend in; far from making it all look 
very twee it makes it all ritualistic, stylised 
and blends perfectly with the spirit of the 
poem, the music and the work itself.
I have no doubt that this Daphnis and 
Chloe is going to win the Company greater 
audiences, just as I know that it will be 
enthusiastically received overseas.
Due to certain exigencies in this new 
season the revival of last year’s 
Sheherazade wasn’t quite as atmospheric 
and rapturous as it was formerly. This is 
another work that is at one with the set and 
this time the set didn’t do its job well 
enough, exposing even more than usual 
some of the arid patches in the 
choreography.
But there were no such qualms about 
Viridian, the new work set to Richard 
Meale’s orchestral tryptych of the same 
name. It is a reviving jet of cold, hard water 
after the heavy wine of Sheherazade.
Here, more than at any other time 
M urphy  has a t te m p te d  a close 
identification with his music, concerned 
with shape, mass and contour just as the 
score seems to my ears preoccupied with 
texture, sonority and orchestral shape.
Aided by the evocative lighting of John 
Rayment, Murphy has set his dancers 
down in a sparse undecorated arena and 
given them movements contrasting 
between hard edged solo and duet dancing, 
clear and pristine in its linear alignment 
and convoluted, unison group work 
concerned specifically with amorphic 
shapes and kaleidoscopic patterns.
It is not about human beings at all, it is 
an essay in form and demonstrates that 
Murphy is first and foremost a musicianly 
choreographer who doesn’t necessarily 
depend on a theme, a story or an image to 
get his imagination working.
For him especially it is a step forward in 
his development.
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WA Ballet at its 
best
by Terry Owen
The Western Australian Ballet Company 
opened the marvellous new His Majesty’s 
Theatre on May 29 with a carefully shaped 
programme of four works tailored to fit the 
company’s new image of "Dance for the 
80s".
Spirals is the work of Barry Moreland, 
one of Australia’s internationally 
successful choreographers. It’s a sinuous, 
supremely graceful piece, elegant and 
tough at the same time, just like its Bach 
double violin concerto score, and it looked 
great on the company when they presented 
it in Sydney last November at the 1979 
Australian Dance Festival. It looked even 
better on His Majesty’s deep stage, 
traditionally one of the finest proscenium 
arch performing spaces in Australia. Bill 
Akers lit the cool, clean blues and greys of 
Moreland’s design in his usual masterly 
way, and the Wigmore Ensemble proved 
once again the value of live music for dance 
performance.
We Are Together is a commissioned 
work by Australian-born Don Asker. 
Asker came back to Australia late 1979 
after six years’ residence in Holland where 
he was dancer/house choreographer for 
The Netherlands Dance Theatre. During 
those years he created pieces for other 
dance groups including his old company, 
the Australian Ballet which, in 1977, 
commissioned his Monkeys In A Cage. 
That was a powerful and ambitious work 
which Sydney audiences apparently hated; 
rather than give it and its audiences a 
chance to get better acquainted, Australian 
Ballet management withdrew it from 
circulation.
Dance as social comment as well as 
entertainment isn’t everyone’s idea of a 
good night out at the theatre, and some 
audience members found Asker’s piece 
puzzling and therefore frustrating. It’s a 
sometimes enigmatic work, but clues to its 
meaning are all there, I think. If we miss 
them, it may not be the choreographer’s 
fault. It may be that some of us are looking 
to find in every dance work the shapes and 
movements and moods of classical ballet, 
pre-empting the dance experience before 
the curtain even goes up!
We Are Together opens with a 
spectator taking up his seat on the stage 
and watching with cool interest as a 
solitary male and a group of paired male 
and female dancers move in and out of 
each other’s territory. The spectator joins 
the action, yet remains apart.
What Asker is offering is dance 
statements about aloneness, the pairing
games we play, and the recognition of our 
essential solitariness. He is skilful enough 
to propose those aspects of the human 
condition without being solemn or 
pompous. The sparse, resonant duo piano 
score by Geoffrey Madge (an Australian 
musician with whom Asker has worked 
before) was finely played by Roger Smaller 
and Michael Cole, and the dancers — 
particularly Anthony Shearsmith — 
handled the fast, fluid, muscular dynamics 
of Asker’s writing well.
After the rigours of the Asker work, the 
audience visibly relaxed as the curtain rose 
on the traditional story ballet setting for 
Garth Welch’s The Visitor. Tchaikovsky’s 
string quartet in D, beautifully played by 
the Arensky Quartet, is the vehicle for the 
choreographer’s conjuring up of a 
Chekhovian family group whose peaceful 
summer interlude is disturbed by an 
elegant, worldly visitor. The pas de trois at 
the heart of the work is a finely contrived 
piece of dance theatre which shows off the 
young dancers to great advantage and is 
evidence again that Mr Welch as artistic 
director and choreographer is very skilled 
at getting the best out of his dancers.
The audience absolutely loved the
closing work, American-born Charles 
Czarny’s jazzy, candy pink and white 
"sportif" ballet. Concerto Grosso. The 
gloss white set, the gleamingly fit young 
dancers, Czarny’s witty recycling for dance 
of the vocabulary of martial arts, tight rope 
stunts and boxing, the formal stylish 
energy of Handel’s Concerto Grosso opus 
6, no. 5, all generated that fizz of heady 
excitement that theatre has to be about.
His Majesty’s Theatre, which is now the 
WA Ballet Company’s home, is the last 
Edwardian theatre in Australia. It’s been 
dark for the last three years since the State 
Government bought it for two million 
dollars and announced its plans for its total 
renovation. Ten million dollars later we’ve 
got arguably the best human scale 
traditional theatre in Australia, a beautiful 
building where Perth audiences can learn 
again to enjoy dance and music theatre in a 
setting designed to make theatre going 
exciting and memorable.
The high degree of professional crafts­
manship offered by the ballet company in 
this premiere season has set a standard 
which other local companies, and even our 
visitors from "the far east" will have to 
work hard to match.
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OPERA
AO Winter
season
This year’s major winter season at the 
Sydney Opera House got under way early 
in June with two openings in three days — 
a revival of Offenbach’s Tales o f  
Hoffmann followed by the premiere of a 
new production of Puccini’s Manon 
Lescaut.
Despite a few worrying moments for the 
quadruple heroine of the night, Joan 
Carden, Hoffmann was a solid success; 
Manon Lescaut was an unequivocal 
triumph for its heroine, Leona Mitchell, 
despite some definite disappointments 
elsewhere in the opening night package.
These two productions played in 
repertory for the rest of June, as the 
company prepared for the Joan Suther­
land/Donald Smith spectacular which is 
to mark its tenth birthday with a gala 
premiere of Verdi’s little-known / 
Masnadieri on Wednesday, July 2.
No doubt, Hoffmann the work would 
have benefited from the sort of post­
premiere polishing that Offenbach was 
able to afford most of his works for the 
theatre, and the fact that he died without 
ever seeing it on stage and therefore had no 
opportunity to polish it as he would no 
doubt have wished is unfortunate. In 
particular, it has led over the years to 
legitimate confusion as to whether the 
Antonia act ought to come in the middle, 
as originally written, or at the end, as 
usually seen today.
If one opts for the usual progression of 
the maturing male’s fancy, it is most logical 
to have Olympia the doll followed by 
Giulietta the sexpot followed by Antonia 
the grande artiste suffering from the 
unspecific but terminal malady. If 
Giulietta comes last, of course, the 
aesthetic apex is moved forward to the end 
of Act II and the Giulietta act depicts 
Hoffmann in a moral slide toward the 
drunken oblivion that is to be his fate in the 
epilogue. Thus, the end is more shattering
and in a way more dramatically credible.
In purely dramatic terms, I should think, 
it can be argued that Giulietta ought to 
come last, but musically the case for the 
opposition is irrefutable — since 
Offenbach endowed Antonia with the 
most consistently inspired soaring lyricism 
he ever composed. Perhaps opera-lovers 
ought to be at least marginally grateful for 
the fact that Offenbach did not have the 
chance to polish the rough and ambiguous 
diamond that is his Tales o f Hoffmann; for 
its inbuilt ambiguity is the most fascinating 
thing about the piece, and any resolution 
of that ambiguity could only decrease its 
appeal as a work of art.
But apart altogether from the question 
of the order of the acts, which can never be 
finally resolved one way or the other, there 
is the inbuilt problem of the four heroines 
and whether they really ought to be played 
by the one woman. The fact that the vocal 
demands are quite different — Olympia is 
a coloratura soprano, Giulietta delves into 
the mezzo register, Antonia is a lyric 
soprano, and Stella primarily a dramatic 
presence rather than a singer of any sort — 
makes it a major virtuoso stint for one 
singer to attempt all four.
But clearly there is dramatic merit in 
having the one lady do them all since they 
are obviously intended to represent 
various aspects of woman in general and 
Hoffmann explicitly thinks aloud at the 
end that Stella combines attributes of his 
other three previous loves.
And of course there are two other 
multiple roles in The Tales o f Hoffmann 
that are invariably played by the same man 
even when the female lead is split four 
ways: the three comic servants, and 
Hoffmann’s four-pronged evil genius who 
manipulates events — usually by magic — 
to frustrate each of his love affairs in turn.
From the beginning, the Australian 
Opera has been particularly fortunate in its 
ability to cast the piece effectively. The title 
role is Henri Wilden’s best part, and he has 
sung it with increasing skill at every 
performance 1 have seen of the Australian 
Opera production since it premiered in 
1974 with Joan Sutherland as the four 
heroines, her first performances at the 
Sydney Opera House.
The three comic servants are collec­
tively, perhaps, Graeme Ewer’s best role; 
and the four villains collectively afford 
Raymond Myers an opportunity to exude 
a variety of malevolence that is most 
impressive indeed.
And Tito Capobianco’s production, to 
impressively surreal designs by Jose 
Varona, remains fresh and vital even six
Leona Mitchell (Manon) and Ron Stevans (Des 
Grieu.x) in the AO's Manon Lescaut. Photo: 
Branco Gaica.
years after the event — though some of the 
gimmickry didn’t work precisely right for 
the opening performance of this year’s 
revival.
Sutherland was succeeded as the four 
heroines, of course, by Joan Carden in 
1975 and Marilyn Richardson in 1977, and 
at various performances outside Sydney 
(but not, I think, at the Sydney Opera 
House) the role has been split up.
This season it was Carden again — and 
her opening performance ended up being a 
virtually unequivocal triumph despite 
some worrying moments here and there 
caused by a cold. The second verse of 
Olympia’s song was transposed down a 
little, but that was the only concession 
made to her indisposition and few 
members of the audience would even have 
been aware of the fact.
Hoffmann has come to be, over the past 
six years, particularly fine living proof of 
the merits of a professional ensemble opera 
company such as the Australian Opera 
mostly is: like John Copley’s production of 
Mozart’s The Marriage o f Figaro, it has 
gradually acquired the heightened flavor 
of vintage wine as it slowly matures in the 
minds of its performers when it is out of the 
repertory and has heightened dramatic 
impact, and probes greater psychological 
depths, each time it is brought out again 
for public sampling.
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Despite any vocal flaws it was a 
dramatic triumph for Carden: her doll had 
a few little new touches of wit that 1 don’t 
recall being there before, her courtesan was 
more voluptuous of voice and manner, her 
Antonia more communicative of the 
deeply felt anguish of the dedicated artist 
forbidden to practise her art.
The final denouement, with Carden 
expired on the floor and Myers’ Dr 
Miracle smashing his plastic violin to bits 
and hurling the bits across the stage, 
brought cheers from the opening night 
audience — and quite rightly. And, wisely, 
the anti-climatic business that theoretically 
ought to follow, with Crespel rushing in to 
emote over the lifeless body, was cut: 
though 1 am in principle something of a 
purist arguing for the virtual inviolability 
of any composer’s score, 1 find such minor 
cuts thoroughly palatable for the 
streamlining and clarity they can bring to 
the dramatic action at the expense of tiny 
musical loss.
Myers’ villains seemed as fresh as ever, 
from the suave sinister deceit of the 
Councillor Lindorf to the mad scientist 
syndrome of Coppelius the doll-smasher to 
the smarmy intriguer Dapertutto and the 
malevolent Dr Miracle; and he sang his 
Act II apostrophe to the diamond quite 
beautifully.
There are the odd quirks about Graeme 
Ewers’ surreal servants that still tend to 
grate or make the skin crawl rather than 
amuse, but no doubt they are intentional: 
certainly they are justified within the 
overall context of the work, for these three 
quite astonishingly diverse characters, 
each abnormal in a different way, serve as a 
continual reminder to an audience that we 
are moving through a world of fantasy and 
magic.
Cochenille is as much a clockwork 
mechanism as everything else in 
Spalanzani’s menage; Pitichinaccio the 
dwarf is as ruthless and unfeeling as his 
mistress Giulietta; and there is particular 
irony in the deaf servant Frantz being 
encountered in the Crespel household, 
where both the dead mistress of the house 
and the doomed daughter are musically 
talented.
Special mention must be made of 
Jennifer Bermingham’s Nicklausse, which 
this year is much richer of voice than 
before — and beautifully articulated to 
boot. Many of her marvellously sarcastic 
lines actually penetrate the language 
barrier and drew laughs from an audience 
very few of whom could have been 
expected to be fluent in French.
Yet why the piece, having once been 
done in English for Carden in 1975, should 
have reverted to French for its subsequent 
resurrections I fail to understand. Pieces 
like Hoffmann, which contain acres of 
spoken dialogue whose sense is important
to the unfolding plot, should be done in the 
vernacular as a matter of coursse — the 
slight loss in musical terms must be more 
than offset by the considerable gains in 
dramatic impact.
Finally, though, this Hoffmann was a 
fine opening-of-season effort by everyone 
concerned — which includes, of course, the 
Australian Opera Chorus and the 
Elizabethan Sydney Orchestra and 
William Reid, who conducted with 
sympathetic authority but kept himself 
well hidden in the bowels of the pit even for 
the traditional orchestral bow after the last 
interval.
When he finally did appear, summoned 
forth on stage at the end to take his bow 
with the principals, the dramatic change in 
his appearance perhaps explained his 
previous reticence; for he was sporting a 
rather splendid goatee beard that makes 
him look quite unlike his old self, though 
very distinguished and theatrical — and 
just a trifle sinister.
The second opening of the 1980 winter 
season at the Opera House, John Copley’s 
new production of Puccini’s Manon 
Lescaut, featured a quite stunning 
performance from Leona Mitchell in the 
title role: she was in quite marvellous vocal
Graeme Ewer (Cochenille) and Joan Carden 
(Olympia) in the A O ’s Tales of Hoffmann. 
Photo: Branco Gaica.
form, exuding smooth-as-silk torrents of 
seamless Puccini sound, and was 
thoroughly convincing dramatically.
I found Kristian Fredrikson’s designs; 
particularly for the first two acts, 
somewhat too rococo and over-refined: a 
certain stiflingness is of course justified in 
the Act II palace of Geronte, but grated in
the Amiens inn frequented by impecunious 
students, where Act I is set. Act III, set in 
the port of Le Havre, was a good deal 
better, conveying a certain starkness; and 
the Act IV set, though not really giving the 
impression of a vast desert, featured a huge 
rock pile in the near distance better suited 
to the requirements of the action.
But then, one must reserve final 
judgment on Fredrikson’s work in this 
Manon Lescaut for a couple of years, in the 
knowledge that his was a dual design brief 
and the same sets and costumes are to be 
used for a planned production of 
Massenet’s Manon in 1982.
Among the supporting performers, 
John Pringle was a good if not particularly 
memorable Lescaut and Alan Light a 
marvellously bombastic Geronte; and Paul 
Ferris and Robert Gqrd had nice, if brief, 
innings as Edmondo the student and a 
dancing master respectively.
The main reservations about this 
Lescaut must revolve around Ron Stevens’ 
Des Grieux which, though he looked good 
and moved well (as Stevens always does), 
often lacked the beauty of voice to match 
Mitchell. Where the two sang together, or 
there was plenty of orchestra to 
supplement it, Stevens’ razor sharp tenor 
timbre managed quite well; but when it was 
fully exposed it still was inclined to offend 
the year. Yet gradually that inherent 
harshness is maturing out of his voice, and 
perhaps he may yet develop into a truly 
lyric tenor.
But of course, down in the pit, Maestro 
Carlo Felice Cillario was evoking 
impressive enough torrents of orchestral 
and choral sound all night to make one 
forget such flaws most of the time, and the 
steady hand of Copley was evident at the 
helm of the production itself; so overall the 
evening would have to be counted as a 
thoroughly auspicious debut of a new 
production that will certainly get better as 
it runs in through the long series of 
performances stretching throughout the 
current winter season at the Opera House.
The only other production I saw during 
the month under review was a double bill 
presented by the University of New South 
Wales Opera, featuring the 13th-century 
Play o f  Daniel and a revival of the 
company’s colonial revue entitled 
A ustration Yesterdays.
The program failed to achieve anything 
like the dramatic impact of the triple bill 
spanning three centuries presented by the 
group a few months ago. Despite some fine 
singing here and there, The Play o f  Daniel 
was far too static; and Australian 
Yesterdays had lost the spark of dramatic 
life it had when performed in the 
Recording Hall at the Opera House in 
1977.
*DAVID GYGER is editor of Opera 
A ustralia.
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THEATRE /ACT
A flood of good 
productions
ROBERT BURNS 
MOTHER AND SON 
THE CRUCIBLE
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE________
By Marguerite Wells
R o b e r t  B u rn s  an entertainment with songs and music, 
compiled by John Paisley; Fortune Theatre, Canberra 
Theatre Foyer.
Cast: Robert Burns. John Paisley; Piper, Robert 
Oglivie; Singer, Elizabeth Lord.
Director, Warwick Baxter.
( P r o / A m )
M o th e r  a n d  S o n  by Louis Esson. Canberra Repertory, 
Theatre 3. Canberra. 14 May to 7 June.
Director, Ken Boucher; Stage manager, Colin Gilbert. 
( P r o  I A m )
T h e  C r u c ib le  by Arthur Miller, Proteus Productions, 
Childers Street Hall, 19 to 31 May.
Director, Desmond Bishop; Stage Manager, Ellen 
Shipley.
( P r o /  A m ) .
P r id e  a n d  P r e ju d ic e  by Jane Austen, adapted by John 
Spicer; Leider Southern Regional Theatre, Leider 
Theatre, Goulburn. Season extended to 7 June. 
Director, John Spicer, Set design, John Spicer, 
Wardrobe design, Mary Spicer; Lighting design, Peter 
Humphries.
(Pro/Am).
RRRRoberrrrt Burrrrns, benighted by 
bastards and beset by bigots and poverty 
and poetry, arraigned by the church for 
fornication, never made his escape to the 
West Indies, for fame overtook him and he 
stayed to face the music, collect the 
proceeds of the sales of his works, and like 
so many a good man before him, (Chaucer 
for one), became a customs officer. John 
Paisley, suave in dull gold and lace and 
topboots, is a fine actor, and at his best 
when taking centre stage in a programme 
which he himself devised, mainly from 
Burns’ diaries.
From Burns’ comment to the church 
inquiry into his sexual activities, that he 
feared that if they wished him to stop 
fornicating, "ye’ll have tae geld me", to his 
attempts to support the French revolution 
by exporting a cannon which he had 
confiscated in the course of his excise 
duties — an attempt frustrated by the 
confiscation of the cannon by the customs
authorities at Dover — the programme 
glows with wry humour, Paisley’s as well as 
Burns’. His humour saw him through the 
ceaseless struggle as a failing farmer to the 
optimism of a successful poet, able to 
afford to marry at last, and pinning his 
hopes for the future on a sinecure as an 
exciseman, to his death, unable to provide 
adequately for a hopeful family of many 
sons and daughters. It was a moving 
performance, and left one with a profound 
sense of relief at having been born in the 
era of affluence and birth control.
The power of the pipes was intensified in 
an enclosed space. Elizabeth Lord’s 
unaccompanied singing was pleasant and 
unpretentious, and both piper and singer 
were worked cleverly into the comedy.
Mother and Son is a strangely 
passionless play about human passion; 
resignation to grinding toil on another 
failing farm, this time in the Wimmera, and 
peopled by hardy pioneers who have 
broken under the strain of being hardy for
The Bennet family in Leicler's Pride and 
Prejudice.
such a very long time. They speak 
Australian, (One at a time’s good fishin’), 
but literary Australian with long and 
correct sentences that are very hard on the 
actors. Expository speeches are littered 
throughout the play, and speak plainly of a 
greedy playwright who is trying to get an 
epic for the price of a single tragedy. The 
morality is happily that of a vanished era, 
when a young man with his head full of 
music instead of farming could break his 
mother’s heart, and when he could outrage 
her sense of modesty by bringing his fancy 
woman home. The problems of the play 
are no problem to a present day audience 
and this, with the stilted language, makes 
for a passionless tragedy, but an interesting 
one none the less. Our grandparents and 
great grand parents lived this life. These 
problems were their life. Russell Brown’s 
splendid set was immediately recognisable; 
every settler’s hut looked like that. Every
plank of the door and every hessian- 
curtained window reeked of Australian 
rural poverty. An evenly matched and well 
chosen cast did a fine job, and a play that 
could have boiled over into grand 
melodrama, stopped at the level of a 
fascinating and well worthwhile historical 
re-enactment; sympathetic, but passionless 
and detached.
The problem of The Crucible is also not 
such a very immediate one; not south of the 
Brisbane line at least, though fascist and 
McCarthyist witch-hunts are close enough 
in time for the danger to be still there. For 
those who need their regular dose of terror 
and indignation this play has a lot to offer 
and so has the production. The triangular 
acting space with audience in raked banks 
on three sides was a most imaginative use 
of the possibilities of the Childers Street 
Hall. Threatening archways, high as the 
ceiling, leaned awry at the three corners of 
the triangle, and, lit from behind, made cell 
bars and other lowering shadows. In such a 
huge cast there was naturally some 
variation in performance quality but 
Rosemary Harris as Abigail Williams 
made a particularly obnoxious and 
dangerous little hypocrite, and Desmond 
Bishop combined his roles of actor and 
director with energy.
It was a large and well managed 
production, a most exciting beginning for 
a promising new theatre company, and a 
rare occurrence for Childers Street Hall, 
played to the large audiences it deserved.
John Spicer is another actor-director 
(and playwright, set designer and manager 
as well), at the Leider Theatre in Goulburn 
where an hilarious production of Pride and 
Prejudice (John Spicer’s adaptation), was 
forced to extend its season to cope with 
demand. The choice of play was clever — 
all those succulent womens’ parts solved a 
constant problem" of regional theatre 
companies, needing to cater for stage- 
struck ladies who can’t drag in enough men 
to fill all those male roles that playwrights 
will insist on writing. Pride and Prejudice 
is certainly funny, but I have never known 
it to be hilarious before. John and Mary 
Spicer as Mr and Mrs Bennet and John 
Cuffe as a ludicrous Mr Collins were 
clearly the professionals of the company 
but there was some very sophisticated 
comic timing and audience control on the 
part of other members of the cast, 
bespeaking good training and careful 
direction. Canberra (Pop. 210,000), could 
well be envious of Goulburn (Pop. 24,000) 
were it not for the fact that this month in 
Canberra as well, the theatre drought 
broke with a crash, and a flood of good 
productions.
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STATE REP. 
LUCY WAGNER, 
EXEC. EDITOR
Strengths in all 
departments
NO ROOM FOR DREAMERS 
by Barry O’Connor
No Room For Dreamers by George Hutchinson. 
Ensemble Theatre, Sydney NSW. Opened June 5, 
1980.
Director, Lex Marinos; Designer, Richard Haller. 
Cast: Chidley. Alan Becher; O’Kerr. Peter Corbett; 
with Terry Bader, Shaunna O’Grady, Peter Rowley, 
Mary-Lou Stewart, Sonja Tallis.
( Professional)
For those who thought George 
Hutchinson’s No Room For Dreamers had 
won easy acclaim in this year’s Second 
Festiva l of Sydney P la y w r ig h ts ’ 
competition at the Ensemble-in-the- 
Stables, there is proof to the contrary in the 
re-appearnce of the play on the Ensemble’s 
main stage at North Sydney. Dreamers is 
clearly of export quality; and in August it 
will leave Australia to tour in England, the 
Edinburgh and Dublin Festivals, and a 
season in Amsterdam.
Audiences have responded to the play as 
an instant classic. Enthusiastic applause 
and cries of "Author" were heard on the 
press night, and George Hutchinson 
replied with modest thanks. How 
Australian!
How un-Australian, however, is the 
hero of his play. W J Chidley was a 
household word in Sydney in the early 
1900’s; he wandered the streets in a Greek 
tunic, (which to the locals sweltering in 
empire serge, looked for all the world like a 
gym slip), preaching a panacea of fruit, 
nuts and natural coition. Natural coition 
says that mating should take place only in 
the spring, when natural readiness saves 
physically corrupting effort. You lie nakes 
by your mate, your penis at rest. Suddenly, 
her vagina vacuums you in and, voila, 
ecstacy. It’s very like one of the many 
methods in the Kama Sutra, isn’t it? At all 
events, only someone like Chidley, 
someone who’d led a very sweaty sexual 
adolescence — St Paul and Malcolm 
Muggeridge also spring to mind — could 
earnestly preach such wowserish sexual
Alan Becher (Chidley. hack). Peter Corbett. Terry Bader. Peter Rowley. Shaunna 
O'Grady, Mary-Lou Stewart, and Sonja Tallis in the Ensemble's No Room For Dreamers. 
Photo: Branco Gaica.
practices.
To most of us Chidley is an unknown 
figure from the past, and that makes him 
work as an everyman figure in the play, 
and the anonymity will also help the play’s 
success abroad. As a universal figure 
Chidley reminds us all of how fate can take 
over and shape our lives tragically. It 
sounds trite, but drama has been trying to 
come to terms with this theme for 
thousands of years. At first the authorities 
gladly suffer Chidley as a fool, but his 
persistence as a Domain spruiker and 
publisher of The Answer, where he 
g ra p h ic a l ly  o u t l ines  his sexual 
philosophies, lead to his permanent 
incarceration in Callan Park and his self- 
immolation by burning.
Dreamers is not just a biographical tract 
about how Australia treats its eccentrics. 
First and last this is a play and an 
extremely good one with strengths in all 
departments. Hutchinson has written a 
ballad-play, the first of a trilogy, which 
sings of a remarkable character and leaves 
you to make up your own mind whether 
Chidley was a nutter or a visionary. A 
variety of styles, from Brechtian "Epic" 
theatre to G & S, are welded smoothly 
together under Lex Marinos’ direction; 
and the whole piece is given unity and
shape by Peter Corbett’s narrator who 
speaks in Banjo Patterson iambics.
The original "Stables" cast is a 
remarkable ensemble, with Alan Becher 
standing out on his own as Chidley, whom 
he presents more as the man than as the 
freak. The rest of the players versatilely 
present many roles, from Chidley’s strict 
and loving parents, the prostitutes and 
other women of his pre-natural coition 
days, to the doctors, judges, and policemen 
who fill his years of torment. Energy, 
expertise and enthusiasm make this cast a 
joy to watch and listen to, especially in the 
domain scenes. And there are so many 
other good scenes, too.
Dreamers begins with Chidley’s funeral 
and ends with his suicide. In between we 
find out about this man who had a dream 
of the golden age that was Australia’s 
future. The sombre city-scape of Richard 
Haller’s design — a cartoon of twilight 
over the city, which occupies one wall in 
this three-quarters in the round staging — 
more appropriately represents the darker 
elements of the play rather than the 
sunshine philosophy of Chidley himself. 
But this serves to keep reality before us. 
Isn’t sombre the colour we paint our 
individualists and visionaries — our 
Macquaries; yes, and our Chidleys too?
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A success to be 
recorded
TRAVELLING NORTH
by John McCallum
T r a v e ll in g  N o r th  by David Williamson. Hum-.r Valley 
Theatre Company, Playhouse, Newcastle, NSW. 
Opened May 9, 1980.
Director, Aarne Neeme; Designer. Eamon D'Arcy; 
Costumes, Caroline Jones.
Cast: Frank, Vic Rooney; Frances, Carole Raye; 
Sophie, Myfanwy Morgan; Helen, Caz Lederman; 
Joan, Merilyn Hey; Freddy. Allan McFadden; Saul, 
Frank Garfield: Hospital attendant. Celebrant, David 
Wood; Art Gallery attendant, Merilyn Hey.
(  P r o f e s s io n a l)
David Williamson’s plays d o n ’t 
normally suffer from the common problem 
of one production and then no more. 
Travelling North has been seen in several 
cities but it has been the original Nimrod 
production touring, rather than a series of 
different local interpretations of the play. 
With what is surprisingly only the second 
production, by the Hunter Valley Theatre 
Company, Carol Raye is still the only 
person who has played Frances.
For such a popular playwright, 
Williamson is much maligned in some 
theatre circles. It must be infuriating to do 
what you do so well, and have so many 
people complain that you don’t do anythng 
else. Travelling North is a richly satisfying 
play. It explores territory which you knew 
was there but hadn’t thought about, so the 
recognition which is supposed to be an
effect of this kind of writing is fresh and 
su rp r is in g ,  r a th e r  than  a mere 
acknowledgement of familiar material. It 
is alert and original about well-known 
situations. It has that peculiar Williamson 
quality of uncommitted warmth.
Like Frank in this play, Williamson is 
affectionate to his characters in general, 
but not particularly passionate about or 
devoted to any one of them in particular. 
The general sympathy for them, though, 
allows an audience to attach itself to 
whomsoever seems to need the most care at 
any moment. For me this is often Helen, in 
Travelling North. Embittered, hurt and 
therefore hurtful, she commands affection 
simply because she needs it most. It is one 
of Williamson’s great strengths that he can 
exact, without complacency, such 
humanitarian responses to ordinary 
people. He is no slavish imitator of the real 
world. If you don’t go out of a Williamson 
play with a richer and more understanding 
a p p ro a c h  to you r  f r iends  and 
acquaintances, then you are incurable.
Travelling North is centred around 
Frank and Frances, of course. For the 
HVTC Carol Raye repeats her splendid 
performances as Frances, but in the small, 
intimate space at the Playhouse, it is 
gentler and more easy-going. She is 
relaxed, understated and natural in a way 
which seems to have endeared her to 
audiences who are expecting a remote star. 
Frances is a strange character. There is 
always the danger of losing her, with her 
sudden reversals. Her decision to go back 
to Frank because (so she claims) her 
daughters don’t need her any more, has 
always struck me as odd and rather sad.
The HVTC is a decentralised local 
company, and if Newcastle has a locally 
pouplar star, it is Vic Rooney, who plays 
Frank. He is much loved, and that is 
perhaps not always appropriate for Frank, 
but for my taste Frank is so infuriating in 
the play that you would need a huge 
amount of lovable performance before you 
could unbalance it. Vic Rooney is well 
worth a magnum.
The rest of the cast are company actors, 
who are the strength of this sort of theatre. 
It annoys me when people refer to 
companies like the HVTC as training 
grounds for young actors for the main city 
theatres. This is theatrical imperialism and 
big city snobbishness at its worst. As John 
Clark pointed out recently, regional 
companies rooted in their communities 
(which it is to be hoped the HVTC will 
become) make new demands on their 
actors — of flexibility and wide-ranging 
skills — and if those demands are met then 
there can be an energy and freshness about 
regional theatre which transcends big city 
theatrical politics.
So far, the demands seem to be being 
met by the HVTC company actors. Frank 
Garfield, for example, has moved easily 
and brilliantly from a series of mannered, 
comic cameos in The Imaginary Invalid to 
the part of Saul in Travelling North. In the 
principal city companies he would not be 
the sort of actor you would cast as Saul, 
and you would thereby lose an excellent 
performance, which movingly captures the 
confused mixture of annoyance and 
affection which is Saul’s growing 
relationship with Frank.
Myfanwy Morgan and Caz Lederman, 
as Goneril and Reagan, give an easy, 
charming picture of nasty Melbourne 
family life. Their strongest scene, with 
Frances over the flagon white, is delicately 
and effectively played. Allan McFadden 
has great fun with the ham fisted 
neighbour, Freddy — almost over the top 
in fact.
One of the complaints this magazine 
used to get from the theatrical monopolists 
was that to put a favourable review of a 
provincial production alongside an 
unfavourable one of a big glossy state 
company production was to distort the real 
picture. Apart the obvious snobbery of this 
view, it is, in this case at least, a disservice 
to the record of audience response. I don’t 
have to recommend this production to 
Newcastle audiences (they are already 
flocking to it — I had to sit on an extra 
chair) but its success as a production for a 
hard-to-please community ought to be 
recorded.
Aarne Neeme, in a difficult position, has 
had one failure and one success, and as 
Vladimir says to Estragon (in a rather 
different context), that’s a reasonable 
percentage.
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Astute and vivid
THE PARIAH-DOG_____________
by Adrian Wintle
T h e  P a r ia h - D o g  by Mick Rodger. World premiere 
season at Riverina Trucking Company Theatre, 
Wagga. NSW. Opened May 9.
Director. Peter Barcley: set and costume design, 
Anthony Burdis: Lighting. Mick Elliot; Asst. Director. 
Ken Moffat; Stage Manager. Ross Brewer.
Cast: Morgan, Stuart McCreery; multiple roles played 
by Benjamin Franklin, Jennifer Leslie, Toby Prentice 
and Tracy Russell.
(  P r o f e s s io n a l)
Mick Rodger’s The Pariah-Dog, an 
evocation of the life and times of 
bushranger "Mad Dog" Morgan, began a 
world premiere season at the Riverina 
Trucking Company Theatre in a 
production that blended astute directorial 
insight and consistently vivid acting.
Although The Pariah-Dog has achieved 
a couple of workshop productions (MTC, 
1977; Nimrod, 1979) the RTC can claim 
the honour of introducing it to the public 
at large. I should remark at the outset that 
artistic director Peter Barclay showed 
conviction and courage in electing to 
perform this play as the RTC’s second 
venture for 1980 — not because of any 
intrinsic deficiencies in the script, but 
simply because it’s an unknown quantity in 
this conservative neck of the woods.
The Pariah-Dog doe?, not, like Stewart’s 
Ned Kelly, attempt to ribbon-up historical 
incident in curves of elegant blank verse. 
Rodger’s writing is as rich and 
fundamental as the earth around Culcairn 
or Walla Walla or Henty, places 
frequented by "Mad Dog", and the 
bushranger himself emerges as neither 
wholly bad nor wholly good: an amalgam 
of attitudes and thwarted desires whose life 
represents a tragic struggle between Irish 
independence of spirit and Anglo-Saxon 
social convention. Overriding these 
considera tions is Mick R odger’s 
preoccupation with the theme of violence, 
notably his implied suggestion that 
civilians are said to commit murder 
whereas police merely kill in self-defence.
Yet richness of writing is merely one 
factor in The Pariah-Dog. As the action 
progresses, with Morgan ruminating in his 
prison cell and various figures from his 
past appearing ghostlike and insistent, we 
are able gradually to piece together the 
complex threads of the bushranger’s 
personality, a tribute to the playwright’s 
perceptive and interpretive research skills. 
Only in the matter of Morgan’s sexuality is 
there room for definition. True, his 
relationship with the young Cockney lad 
Billy Clarke is shown as a thing of mutual 
interdependence, and his meeting with the 
prostitute Jade is shown as rather more 
than that; but 1 take it from Rodger’s script
Stuart McCreery as Mad Dan Morgan in the RTC's The Pariah-Dog. Photo: Peter Morris.
that perhaps Morgan sublimated his 
sexual appetite into love for horses. 'They 
were so white, Billy. Flashing white. The 
mares. Beautiful bitches in the dark. They 
trusted me...  right to the last moment. 
Then they saw the dark . . .  under their feet. 
The precipice... opening. Then they 
opened their legs... and jumped into 
eternity."
In structural terms, the scene between 
Morgan and the squatter’s daughter Jenny 
MacPherson which occurs at the climactic 
point in the play fails I think on two 
counts: first, it introduces a highly 
naturalistic element into the non- 
naturalistic texture of the play; second, it 
raises important issues that remain 
unfulfilled because in this production a 
subsequent scene with Jenny and Supt 
Cobham was excised — a scene that drives 
home the sardonic social consequences of 
M organ’s death (more accurately, 
murder).
Peter Barclay’s direction extracted the 
play’s vividly brooding quality of things 
remembered and articu la ted , an 
achievement realised by his attention to 
timing, very subtle lighting effects and a 
burning intensity in acting values. As 
Morgan, Stuart McCreery turned in a
virtuoso performance that kept us in touch 
at all times with the man’s humanity, and 
with his sense of oppression as well. On 
opening night some of his lines were lost 
because of downward inflection at phrase 
ends, and his stage presence might have 
been more menacing; but these were minor 
flaws in a performance of great strength 
and wiry vigour. Benjamin Franklin, Toby 
Prentice and Jennifer Leslie brought 
distinction to their multiple roles, and 
young Tracy Russell as the piano-playing 
squatter’s daughter handled a difficult role 
with a courage that speaks well for the 
future.
If, as may happen. The Pariah-Dog 
achieves publication I’d like to see that 
final scene restored, even at the cost of 
condensing or relocating the MacPherson 
scene. I should add that on the morning 
after the opening performance, Mick 
Rodger was well aware of the need to 
reshape certain areas in the script. At the 
same time his respect for Peter Barclay and 
the RTC were entirely spontaneous.
In the meantime, the RTC and the Arts 
Council of NSW have combined to put 
The Pariah-Dog on the road for a three- 
week regional tour of NSW centres.
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Comparative
Shakespeare
RICHARD III
JULIUS CAESAR
by Robert Kingham
Richard III by Shakespeare. Queensland Theatre 
Company. SGIO Theatre. Brisbane. Opened May 23. 
1980.
Director. Alan Edwards; Designer. Graham Maclean; 
Lighting. Victor Ashelford; Stage Manager. Ellen 
Kennedy; Music. Andrew Schultz.
Richard. John Krummel; with Gwen Wheeler, 
Reginald Cameron, Robert Alexander, Lynne 
Porteous, Grant Adams, Rohan McKenna, Errol 
O’Neill, Bruce Parr, Greg Gesch, Kit Taylor, Kerry 
Francis, Laurence Hodge, Harry Scott, Terry Brady, 
Douglas Hedge, Leo Wockner, Malcolm Cork, Dale 
Murison, Phil Moye.
( Professional)
Julius Caesar by Shakespeare. Performance Centre. 
DDIAE. Qld. Touring from April I. 1980.
Director. David Addenbrooke; designer. Jak 
Ballantine.
Julius Caesar. Ken Imison: Marcus Brutus. Murray 
Foy; Caius Cassius. Robert Ketton.
(Pro) A m )
In a time of tumult concerning the 
Queensland Government’s controversial 
proposed abortion legislation, it is 
interesting that Brisbane should be treated 
to two Shakespearean pieces dealing with 
the overthrow of government — and to 
note the differing treatments afforded the 
plays by the respective organisations in the 
light of recent events.
Major companies often complain that 
this magazine reviews so-called "lesser" 
companies in a more sympathetic lighc 
This exercise of seeing two productions of 
the bard’s work side by side demonstrates a 
fundamental reality, in this state anyway. 
In this instance at least, for both quality of 
performance and presentation and 
theatrical effectiveness no one could 
dispute that all the laurels go to David 
Addenbrooke’s Julius Caesar.
For those of us who remember Richard 
Dreyfuss’ camped-up rendition of the 
deformed king in Neil Simon’s The 
Goodbye Girl, there is a ready reference for 
John Krummel’s reading of Richard. The 
difference is that Krummel is yet more 
histrionic, less comprehensible and less
John k rullimeli and Lvnne Porteous in the 
QTC's Richard 111.
successful than that spoof. He is supported 
by a large company of great strength. 
Unfortunately he opts to work against his 
company rather than with them and the 
result is a most unfortunate disjunction for 
director Alan Edwards who has obviously 
done everything which is humanly possible 
to hold the production together with 
the play. The overall design is shoddy and 
ill-executed — an unfortunate debut for 
QTC’s new resident designer Graeme 
McLean.
The Performance Centre is an 
association of performing bodies which 
emanates from the Darling Downs 
Institute of Advanced Education in 
Toowoomba. It is described as a 
professional organisation and certainly is 
run by working professionals. David 
A d d e n b ro o k e ,  d i re c to r  of both 
Performance Institute’s acting course 
utilises Performance to bring artists in 
residence on to campus to give his students 
first-hand experience of working in an 
environment of pressure. By and large, the 
student members are given lesser parts, 
and competition is obviously fierce 
(certainly this is the case with a showcase 
production like Julius Caesar).
It is a definitive reading of the text 
according to Addenbrooke. who has cut 
away every frill in order to make it patently 
clear to his audience how he sees the play. 
It carries through to the design and the 
crisp, regimental blocking of the 
production. The concept of setting the play 
in fascist Italy is not a new one. but what is 
interesting here is that it works in making 
the issues of the play worth listening to.
To complete the comparative analogy, I 
want to mention the scenes of violence in 
the two productions. The final act of 
Richard was a pyrotechnic display of 
technical wonderment. The actual fighting
was sloppy and inept. The play 
disappeared (how does a great net just 
happen to be attached to Bosworth 
field??). In Julius Caesar. Cinna the Poet 
was brutally murdered in a frightening 
display of "poofter-bashing" no tricks, 
just the text acted cleanly by student, 
Shane Calcutt. This scene, so often cut, 
made the point of Addenbrooke’s Caesar. 
It is rewarding to conclude that no 
quantity of strobe can say it more 
effectively than words, acting and honest 
theatrical endeavour.
More than
pleasant
entertainment
A TOAST TO MELBA
by Elizabeth Perkins
A Toast to Melba by Jack Hibberd. Townsville City 
Council Summerstock production. Townsville Civic 
Theatre. Qld. Opened 13 May. 1980.
Director. Rod Wissler; Production Manager. Keith 
Burrows; Set Design. Anneke Silver; Lighting Design. 
David Berker, Keith Borrows.
Townsville Civic Theatre’s Summer- 
stock hopes to consolidate its initial 
headstart in a pretty difficult market by 
producing quality Australian plays that 
will extend the talents of regional actors, 
possibly encourage North Queensland 
writers, and, above all, please local 
audiences. Hibberd’s challenging revue- 
type biography, A Toast to Melba met 
these requirements well, and under the 
direction of Rod Wissler the amateur cast 
saw the season off to a promising start. A 
Toast to Melba is an exercise in 
showmanship and straight production, 
with the responsibility falling on the 
director to whip up bravura performances 
from actors carrying several cameo roles 
apiece, and at the same time to maintain 
the narrative thread of Melba’s life so that 
she comes over as the legendary figure 
Hibberd intended. Rod Wissler's 
confidence in choosing this piece was 
justified, and local audiences were 
introduced to a type of popular play not 
often seen here, while the show built on 
Summerstock’s reputation for good 
musical productions.
Hibberd's play aims at creating a 
popular, irreverent but durable legend 
about the kind of person Melba was, and 
sends up both the artist and the world she 
lived in without actually falsifying
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Heth Honeycomhe (Melba) and Margaret Moore (de Grey) in TTC's A Toast to Melba.
anything. The actors need energy and 
muscular elasticity — including laryngeal 
elasticity — excellent timing, and mastery 
of several kinds of line delivery, which 
often have to be used in the one speech 
without slipping into farce. The less 
experienced members of the cast had 
trouble with total transformations and 
changing accents, and some good lines were 
undeciperable, but each part had its 
sparkling moment. Beth Honeycombe was 
convincing as Melba and carried the role 
with flair and confidence. H ibberd’s young 
Melba is a caricature of the schoolgirl 
singer but the older woman is presented 
more naturally, and Beth Honeycombe 
and the director handled the changes 
without losing the vitality of the part. 
Margaret Moore and Kevin Hinton were 
consistently assured in their various roles, 
apparently changing height and shape as 
well as voice.
Anneke Silver’s set was pleasing and 
impressive, but perhaps too spacious, and 
Melba’s dressing room was perched a long 
way up and back and action there was a 
little too remote. Space has a meaning, and 
there does not seem a good reason for it in 
A Toast to Melba, whereas it could be 
existentially accommodated, so to speak, 
in A Stretch o f the Imagination. However, 
the only real justification for any use of the 
stage is whether or not it succeeds, and 
possibly in spite of the play’s format, this 
set succeeded for the Townsville audience 
which is used to musicals and operatta. 
One of the problems for directors in the 
Civic Theatre is likely to be the use of the 
full stage, and it will be interesting to see
how each production chooses to resolve it.
Lighting was good and the sound design 
excellent, although the parent’s voices, 
which were cut in and out fast and 
promptly, delivered their lines a shade toos 
slowly and caused a hiatus at times. 
Nevertheless the production had style and 
warmth, if not bite, and moments stay in 
the memory to suggest that something 
more than pleasant entertainment was 
created on stage.
Brilliantly 
theatrical and 
grave error
SUMMIT CONFERENCE 
THE MAN FROM MUKINUPIN
by Jeremy Ridgman
Summit Conference by Robert David MacDonald. TN 
Company, Brisbane, Qld. Opened May 1980. 
Director, John Milson; Designer, Stephen Amos; 
Stage Managers, Stephen Amos, Rowan Proyr.
A Soldier, Steven Hamilton; Eva Braun, Sally 
McKenzie; Clara Petacci, Judith Anderson.
( Professional)
The Man From Muckinupin by Dorothy Hewett. La 
Boite, Brisbane, Qld. Opened May 1980.
Director, designer, Graeme Johnston; Musical 
Consultant, Jim Cotter; Lighting, Len Bauksa; Sound, 
David Foster.
(P ro/A m )
Summit Conference is just the sort of 
fare the TN Company should be providing;
1 mention this because, with the sad 
departure of John Milson, an artistic 
director, for my money, of enlighted 
dedication, we may not see the like again. 
Brilliantly theatrical, darkly decadent and 
intellectually challenging, it is the product 
of the protean Robert David MacDonald, 
writer in residence, among other things, at 
the Citizens’ Theatre, Glasgow.
The eponymous meeting is not that of 
Hitler and Mussolini, but a tete a tete 
between their mistresses elsewhere in the 
Chancellry; in Eva Braun’s flat in fact, 
where she listens clandestinely to 
American music, smokes forbidden 
cigarettes and entertains her gushing 
Italian counterpart, Clara Petacci. As the 
tea and cakes give way to liquor a 
m etam orphosis  takes place — a 
heightened version of the main event, 
warped into surreal truthfulness. 
Assuming the personae of their lovers the 
women bicker over their repsective paths 
to power and their relationship, then, with 
a neat leap onto a final metaphorical level, 
the women (or rather, men) are seducing 
Eva’s young SS guard, "reducing" him to 
the status of female and declared Jew.
Burgeoning with resonances and 
allusions, the action fails perhaps to add up 
to a rounded political thesis. MacDonald 
has locked into the idiom of Wildean wit 
and the see-saw power games of Genet and 
Arrabal to explore the irrationalities of 
fascist domination. "I would advise you to 
find a persecutable minority of whatsoever 
race or creed before Christmas at the 
latest", Eva declares in a wicked parody. 
Here is what gave Nazism its strength, 
whilst the fascismo had to depend on good 
old charisma — "like the movies", as Clara, 
the connoisseur of "Myra" Loy and Vivian 
"Leig" sums up.
The alliance is an uneasy one — Hitler’s 
blatant seduction of Mussolini, in which he 
instructed his generals to flatter the Duce, 
is sealed here with an erotic embrace, 
which the guard enters unwittingly to 
discover. In his submission he becomes not 
only the Jewish race but all vitims of 
Lebensraum, raped into the conviction 
that they had better start behaving like 
whores, or else. . which brings us back, in 
the final few minutes, to Eva and Clara, the 
one impressionable and insecure, the other 
hearty and cynical, but both resigned to 
giving "service" as normal.
In their final appearance of the season 
Judith Anderson and Sally McKenzie give 
magnificent, finely tuned performances 
and Steven Hamilton handles his long 
confessional monologue sensitively. 
Perhaps a more accurate sense of the 
studied postures of the two dictators would 
have lifted and given shape to the difficult 
central section.
La Boite is to be congratulated for the 
boldness of its new season of Australian
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Sallv McKenzie. Steven Hamilton and Judith Anderson in TN's Summit Conference.
plays and for the choice of Dorothy 
Hewett’s adventurous folk drama. The 
Man From Muckinupin to usher it in. 
Sadly, the play has not been given the 
production it deserves — or indeed needs 
to transmute its mixture of masque, poetry 
and popular entertainment into the life- 
giving elixir that Hewett’s work can be.
The acceptance and reconciliation of 
The Golden Oldies and her latest poems 
blend here with the strong sense of 
landscape and community evident in 
Pandora's Cross and This Old M an ...;  in 
a rhythmic and lusty comedy (the comic 
form  is there too) Hewett breaks the 
bounds of her Western Australian locale 
and touches upon the mythology of the 
continent, its past and its dreams. Such an 
epic undertaking makes tough demands — 
demands which here have not been met. 
The "up-front" idiom is apologetically 
entered into and the folk material is 
handled with equal embarrassment. A 
grave error, in my mind, has been 
committed by playing on an arena stage, 
thereby destroying at one fell swoop the 
essentially pictorial potential and the 
direct line of performance.
La Boite’s pro-am status, on earlier 
showing, is small excuse for a cast of eight, 
of which only half can sing competently. 
There are great things to come in this 
Australian season; I pray the audiences 
come back for them.
Davis’s singing as Piaf is, quite simply, 
electrifying. For once that cliche PR claim 
"X is Y" (Paul Newman is Hud) is fully 
justified. Miss Davis’s performance does 
not come across as an approximation, or 
even a good impersonation, it is as if the 
soul of Piaf possesses her; her singing is 
indistinguishable from the original, and 
the effect is uncanny and rivetting. Her 
acting of the role is also good, though not 
so overpowering as the singing, largely 
because of the inherent weaknesses of the 
script, of which more anon. Curiously for 
so young an actress she is more impressive 
as the aging, drug-ravaged Piaf than as the 
younger woman, but again she is later less 
reliant on the script.
Pam Gems wrote the play, which was, 1 
believe, first workshopped by the Royal 
Shakespeare Company. However well that 
august body got their act together, it here 
emerges as episodic to the point of being 
"bitty". The point of Piaf retaining her 
gutter roots is repeated far too often, and 
many scenes are little more than setups for 
the outrageous one-liner. Before character 
and dramatic action have time to develop 
the scene is usually over; and even those
which are longer tend to make their point 
early and then hang on, rather than 
develop dramatically.
All this is not helped by director Stephen 
Barry’s decision to have all the scene 
changes in blackout. There may be 
technical reasons for this, but 1 think 
audiences nowadays actually enjoy 
watching scene changes if they are handled 
effectively and a working convention 
prevails, and to do so would have helped 
the flow of action from one scene to the 
next and made the play less stop-and-start.
Tony Tripp’s sets were on the whole 
effective, though again smoothness could 
have been helped had it not been felt 
necessary to localise the settings: many 
could have been less specifically placed. 
There was, however, some lovely between- 
the-wars kitsch decor, notably a banana- 
skirted black man frozen on the run and 
clutching a lit-up pineapple.
Most of the cast played a number of 
roles, which they filled adequately, but as 
there was little time to establish character 
there was some tendency to caricature. 
Joan Sydney made a brief showstopping 
appearance as a black singer, Josephine,
by Collin O’Brien
P ia f  by Pam Gems. National Theatre Company, 
Playhouse. Perth WA. Opened May 29. 1980. 
Director. Stephen Barry; Musical Director. Derek 
Bond; Set designer. Tony Tripp, Costume designer. 
Sue Russell; Lighting. Duncan Ord; Stage Manager. 
George Tsousis.
Edith. Judy Davis, with Ross Coli, James Beattie, 
Merrin Canning, Scott McGregor, Frank Johnson, 
Glenn Hitchcock, Joan Sydney, Gillian Lomberg.
( Professional)
Quelle chanteuse, mes amis! Judy
STATE REP. 
JOAN AMBROSE
A veritable 
reincarnation
PIAF
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Merrin Canning, Judy Davis, Ross Co/i and Glenn Hitchcock in the National's Piaf.
and weight was given to a young male cast 
by James Beattie as Papa Leplee, the club- 
owner who discovered Piaf and named her. 
he also managed an amazingly solid 
characterisation as a physiotherapist, 
working on only a few lines.
I was not as outraged as 1 thought 1 
might be by the script being cast in cockney 
to render Piaf’s low origins, but I did find 
that it seemed to almost completely 
defrenchify the piece, standing oddly 
juxtaposed to the songs sung in French. 
Without sounding like a bunch of out-of- 
work stage matelots, 1 think a nod in the 
direction of French accents would have 
made for a more credible context.
1 am sorry to have so harped on the text, 
but it did seem more a collection of 
research notes toward a play about Piaf 
than a dramatic script. Although the actors 
generally battled on admirably, the 
impression which remains is the 
unforgettable vitality and "being" of Judy 
Davis’s singing, a veritable reincarnation 
of Piaf.
Wealth of talent
MIRANDOLINA
by Margot Luke
M ir a n d o l in a  by Carlo Goldoni. Hole in the Wall 
Theatre. Leederville, WA. Opened 27 May 1980. 
Director and Designer: Raymond Omodei.
Cast: II Marchese di Forlipopoli. Edgar Metcalfe: II 
Conte d'Albafiorita, Ivan King; Fabrizio, Gerald 
Hitchcock; II Cavaliere di Ripafratta. Vic Hawkins; 
Mirandolina, Jenny McNae; Ortensia, Rosemary Barr, 
Dejanira, Jenny Davis; II Servitore, Michael van 
Schoor.
(  P r o f e s s io n a l)
Moving Goldoni’s Mirandolina from 
the eighteenth century to the early decades 
of our own proved to be a stroke of genius. 
Instead of being tediously quaint with that 
forced liveliness which so often besets 
productions of the comedy classics, it has 
dash and flair, whilst also cunningly tuning 
in to fashionable nostalgia. The hero 
arrives offstage by early model plane and
strides on in leather jacket and boots. The 
adventuresses are dressed to resemble art 
deco figurines, and there is much tangoing 
whenever time allows.
Playing with verve and charm, Jenny 
McNae is Mirandolina — businesswoman 
and unwilling sex object — totally 
irresistable to every man who visits her inn. 
(Nice simple set calling to mind spring in 
Tuscany.) When the woman-hating 
Cavaliere arrives (Vic Hawkins, very 
relaxed and radiating a natural glamour), 
Mirandolina finally meets her match, and 
her efforts at bewitching him throw her 
three long-standing admirers into a tizzy. 
The resulting plot tangles and unravels in 
true eighteenth century confusion, 
complicated by the introduction of two 
shady actresses posing as noble ladies.
Somewhere near the end of the play 
there is a moral about toying with 
affections versus true love, but mercifully it 
is buried in the froth and bubble of the 
action.
Director Ray Omodei has done 
something fairly audacious with accents: 
the "straight" characters and upper class 
have faintly foreign colouring — just 
enough to suggest an exotic scene. On the 
other hand, the nouveau riche Conte di 
Albafiorita (played with demonic relish by 
Ivan King) is not only caricature mafioso 
in appearance (dark gangster suit and a 
lacquered look about the head) but talks 
with a spaghetti accent thick enough to 
serve with tomato sauce. Similarly Ros 
Barr, as the itinerant actress Ortensia 
tortures her vowels unmercifully as she 
poses with studied elegance, using the 
incongruity of sight and sound to great 
comic effect.
Edgar Metcalfe as the Marchesi di 
Forlipopoli is part impoverished 
nobleman and part traditional skinflint, 
looking like dandyish photos of Max 
Beerbohm, and is both hilarious and 
touching as he wheezes his way from one 
comfortable chair to another, and, 
creaking in every joint, even goes down on 
his knees to the fervently admired 
Mirandolina. Gerald Hitchcock, on the 
other hand, as the man all along intended 
to become Mirandolina’s husband, suffers 
agonies of jealousy with the pained 
expression of star-crossed lovers in early 
films. Jenny Davis and Michael van 
Schoor in their minor parts create lively 
character portraits, both funny and 
likeable.
The production moves at a well-judged 
pace, making the most both of the intimate 
dialogue, finely pointing the romantic wit, 
and also the busy comedy scenes with their 
confrontations, their comings and goings.
It is an enormously enjoyable piece of 
theatre, beautifully integrated in every 
aspect, and giving full scope to the wealth 
of talent assembled for it.
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Slickness and 
showmanship
EVITA!
By Michael Morley/State Rep.
E v i ta !  by Tim Rice and Andrew Lloyd Webber. Robert 
Stigwood and the Adelaide Festival Centre Trust. 
Festival Theatre. Adelaide SA. Opened April 29, 1980. 
Director. Hal Prince; Designers, Timothy O’Brien, 
Tazeena Firth; Choreography, Larry Fuller; Musical 
Director. Peter Casey.
Evita, Jennifer Murphy; Peron, Peter Carroll; Che 
Guevara. John O’May; with Tony Alvarez, Laura 
Mitchell and Mariette Rups.
(  P r o f e s s io n a l) .
Perhaps the most interesting aspect of 
Evita! — both the work itself and the 
production — is that it occasionally 
suggests the possibilities of a self-reflective 
critical process. Only occasionally, but
nevertheless the hints are there. For both 
the production and its central figure are 
models of that familiar cliche on the
relationship between medium and
message.
Eva Peron was a jumped up,
unscrupulous, self-promoting tramp who 
knew precisely how to exploit the wish- 
fulfilment fantasies of the dispossessed. 
She was neither a great criminal nor a great 
crowd-puller, but a perpetrator of great 
crimes and a gatherer of great crowds 
something quite different. The story of her 
life is analogous to the form of this 
production: something can be made from 
nothing, she showed it, and so does this 
ch a rad e ,  with its s l ickness ,  its 
showmanship, its "watch the magician 
kiddies — he’s only pulling rabbits from 
his hat, but blink your eyes and they 
become unicorns".
Yet, in a sense, any critique of Evita is by 
now superfluous. The public seems quite 
happy to have noticed that the emperor (or 
rather empress) has no clothes. And so it 
simply settles back to watch the 
performance as if it were some over­
elaborate mannequin parade. And, to 
come back to my initial comment, there is 
occasionally the suggestion that Hal 
Prince and Webber and Rice realise the 
irony of their treatment of the illusion and 
reality theme. But rather than pursue this, 
the work snuggles comfortably down amid 
its trivial lyrics and bland harmonies and 
drifts off into a world which makes Alice’s 
Wonderland look, by comparison, 
positively dull and predictable.
Evita is too easy a target for criticism. Its 
structure is haphazard, its atmosphere
ersatz, its music mostly forgettable. The 
only exceptions are, of course, the 
interminable "Don’t cry for me Argentina" 
and the rather plaintive "Suitcase" song. 
Both of these are, 1 suppose, pleasant 
enough: but both sound to my ears like 
clumsily put-together pastiches of earlier 
songs. "Don’t cry" is a mixture of the last 
movement of the Brahms violin concerto 
helped along by a phrase from "Rose 
Marie I love you"; while the "Suitcase" 
song sounds like a more saccharine re­
working of an old Tony Martin (or is it 
Tony Bennett?) number. As for the 
characters: they are just a grab-bag of ill- 
assorted observations and half-truths. 
Without a doubt the most meretricious 
and gratuitous presence is that of Che 
Guevara. 1 spent most of the second act 
drawing up a list of people who could just 
as easily (and irrelevantly) have replaced 
him.
When not engaged in this and other 
games such as "spot the familiar tune 
quotation" (occasionally tough) and "guess 
what the next rhyme word will be" (too 
easy), I was marvelling at Hal Prince’s eye 
for spectacle, his command of crowd 
scenes, his sense of tempo, the sheer 
perversity of his directorial imagination. 
Anybody who can squander so many ideas 
on a piece of trivia such as this can only, in 
a sense, be admired: and it would be 
encouraging to think that the performers 
themselves are the ones to have gained 
most from the experience. But it would be
even better if Prince could be persuaded to 
come back at some stage and do his 
Sweeney Todd — or why not Kurt Weill’s 
Silver Lake for the Australian Opera?
As for the performers: Jennifer Murphy 
is a bundle of energy and vitality. She gives 
a performance both strong and, at times, 
unexpectedly subtle. Though the audience 
didn’t seem to think so the night 1 was 
there, she was in a completely different 
class from the others. However, her 
singing, especially at the top of her range, 
was often course and strained. She hit and 
slid off some notes — like the "never" in 
"Don’t cry for me" — with all the elegance 
and grace of a circular saw on concrete. In 
the middle of her register she projected 
well: words always clear and at times 
appropriately brass and rich tone.
Peter Carroll’s Peron was almost 
anonymous: he also seemed to make use of 
a completely different singing voice which 
sounded rather like Anthony Newley 
doing a bass-baritone act.
John O’May’s Che began well but 
seemed unable to find a way round the 
cardboard cut-out that the character really 
was — or maybe he found the way too 
soon, got round behind, found nothing, 
and hurried back, lost, to where he began.
The best singing of the evening came 
from Laura Mitchell who gave a finely 
poised and clear-voiced rendition of the 
"Suitcase" song. Her phrasing of the 
closing words "where am I going to" was 
beautifully managed: delicately shaped
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and quite captivating. Dancing was precise 
and well-drilled, some set pieces (like 
"politics as the art of the possible" with 
generals caught up in a manic game of 
musical chairs) unforgettable, lighting 
superb, design likewise, music adequate — 
apart from a trumpet section which 
initially seemed to be having difficulties in 
deciding which key it was playing in — 
chorus work stronger on outward 
enthusiasm than real power or conviction, 
and the logistics of the whole operation 
remarkable.
Final score from the Adelaide Stadium: 
Hal Prince’s All Stars (Murphy, 
O’Brien/Firth, Fuller and Chutzpah) 5: 
Webber/Rice,/ Evita Wanderers Nil.
Strong male roles
THREE SISTERS________________
by Michael Morley
T h re e  S is te r s  by Anton Chekhov. State Theatre 
Company. Playhouse. Adelaide SA. Opened May 16. 
1980.
Director. Colin George; Designer. Hugh Colman; 
Lighting. Nigel Levings; Movement, Michael Fuller. 
Cast: Andrei. Robert Grubb; Olga. Linden Wilkinson; 
Marsha. Christine Mahoney; Irina. Michele Stayner; 
Natasha. Susan Lyons; Kulyigin. Edwin Hodgeman; 
Vershinin. Colin George; Tusenbach, Nick Enright; 
Solyony, Peter Schwarz; Chebutykin. Kevin Miles; 
Fedotik. Tony Prehn; Roday, Wayne Jarratt; 
Ferapont, Robin Bowering; Anfisa. Betty Lucas; 
Maid. Chrissie James.
(  P r o f e s s io n a l)
With the spread of the vogue for the sub­
text, Chekhov’s works have come 
increasingly to be seen as models for this 
mode of interpretation. Critics root about 
in the undergrowth, scattering the author’s 
own sentences and clues to character in all 
directions: and, like half-blind gundogs, 
they usually return from the expedition 
clutching anything from a battered top-hat 
to the wing of a superannuated seagull in 
place of the real object of the hunt. 
Panting, they proudly dump their find 
before the puzzled reader (or audience) 
and rush off in search of more — and even 
deader game.
Yet any director of Chekhov cannot 
afford to neglect some of the genuine 
trouvees that the sub-text approach has, 
on occasion, thrown up. What he must 
then do is find images that embody the 
suppressed emotions, the half-sensed, half- 
understood insights that go to make up 
Chekhov s characters. Colin George’s 
Three Sisters is a considerable advance on 
his earlier Cherry Orchard: it is honest, 
workmanlike, tidy and not dull. But it 
rarely finds theatrical correlatives for the 
emotional highs and lows of Chekhov’s 
characters, for the poetry and pathos, the 
dramatic vision that is located so strangely 
somewhere between the tragic and the
eccentric.
A notable exception in this production
is, however, Robert Grubb's Andrei, in 
turns vacillating and decisive, direct and 
tangential. Even the most apparently 
conventional or unrem arkable  of 
Chekhov’s characters are originals: the 
task of the actor and director is to persuade 
us that their vagaries and predictabilities 
are both interesting and true. I’m not 
altogether certain of how Grubb’s Andrei 
achieves it, but he made me believe he was 
at once the most complex, self-centred, 
annoying and yet engaging character on 
view. More than any of the others, he 
seemed to have grasped the central core of 
the role: that view which holds for all of 
Chekhov’s creations — which can perhaps 
best be summed up in Shaw’s words: 
"There are two tragedies in life. One is to 
lose your heart’s desire. The other is to gain
it. "
Michele Stayner. Christine Mahoney. Linden 
Wilkinson and Edw in Hidgentan in STC's 
Three Sisters. Photo: David Wilson.
The strongest aspect of Colin George’s 
production is, in fact, the male roles: this is 
the only Three Sisters in which I can recall 
being more attentive to the men's fates 
than the w om en’s. Both Edwin 
Hodgeman’s Kulygin and Nick Enright’s 
Tusenbach had good things to offer in 
terms of nicely observed physical 
mannerisms and behaviour. The latter’s 
performance in particular managed a neat 
balance between fragility and febrility. A 
pity, therefore, that the role went nowhere: 
the ingratiating, nervous smile that seemed 
so apt at the outset became needlessly fey. 
And his final leave-taking distraught, as 
Chekhov tells us — was so clumsy and 
unfocussed in its fussiness that he managed 
to address Irina as Masha.
Colin George's own Vershinin was an 
odd combination of precision and off- 
centredness: he was physically far too 
busy, constantly on the move, constantly 
gesturing. I'd be more than somewhat 
perturbed at the prospect of this Vershinin
as battery commander: he seemed more 
liable to blow up his own side than to 
seriously damage the enemy. And there is a 
sense in which we must believe in 
Kershinin as an army man even though 
this side of the character is on view mainly 
in the wings. The physical resemblance to 
Chekhov was clearly deliberate, though a 
little gratuitous: yet on occasions, in the 
scenes with Masha, one felt a genuine 
rapport and saw two people struggling to 
hold on to a feeling that might just be as 
fleeting as all the others to which the 
characters are prey. His departure, 
wheeling away from Masha’s attempted 
restraining hand, did achieve that quality 
of a resonant image I referred to earlier. 
Kevin M iles’ Chebutykin  was a 
disappointment: though more restrained 
than usual, the actor still managed to trot 
out his over-familiar bag of Olivier 
gestures arms flung wide, dangling at 
the wrists, the hands then flailing in the air 
before they feel the contours of the trunk; 
lines delivered with eyes down-turned and 
head slightly averted. The idiosyncracies 
are far too mannered to be convincing.
The sisters themselves were, alas, an 
unlikeable trio: rightly, the director and 
performers emphasised their egocentricity, 
their constant complaining, their 
ineffectualness. But there are other sides to 
their personalities and although Colin 
George’s view avoided the easy "oh, poor 
things" response of so many English 
language productions, it left me feeling 
that the sisters weren’t in any sense worth 
bothering about. The high emotional 
points Irina’s fit of weeping in Act II, 
and Olga’s laments for lost opportunities 
were far too well-mannered, and did not 
ring true. Chris Mahoney’s Masha had 
good moments, especially in her outbursts: 
but the three were arch and cloying, not 
daring enough, emotionally constrained. 
One had little feeling of existences being 
stamped down, of potential nullified. 
Susan Lyon’s Natasha, all feminine appeal 
and business-like bustle, seemed, all things 
considered, the most agreeable and 
worthwhile female on view.
One definite plus: this was no 
unrelievedly sombre Chekhov. Colin 
George emphasised the humour, the 
in co n g ru i t ie s ,  the often absurd  
discrepancies between words and actions. 
And Hugh Colman’s design for the last act 
two chairs, a garden seat, a suspended 
tree branch and half-drawn gauze slides in 
front of a gauze backdrop evoked both 
the emptiness of the void and the 
possibility of filling it that is the essence of 
Chekhov’s art. Strong though this 
production may have been in its feel for 
"life as it is", it still needed the other half of 
Chekhov’s equation "life as it should be" 
to fill out the poetry and passion that is 
then in the words and the characters.
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A minor skirmish
MANUAL OF TRENCH 
WARFARE_____________________
by Catherine Peake
A Manual o f  Trench Warfare by Clem Gorman. 
Playbox Theatre. Upstairs. Melbourne. Opened I 
May. 1980.
Director. Roger Pulvers: Designer. Sally Marsden: 
Stage Manager. Rodney Charls; Music. William 
Gluth: Lighting design. Robert Gebert.
Cast: Barry Moon. Howard Stanley; Brendan Barra. 
Malcolm Robertson; Corporal Byron. Jack Marriot. 
William Gluth 
(Professional)
If the small theatre at the Playbox 
Upstairs often gets stuffy, it is also an 
exciting and flexible performance space. 
But the restrictions it places on freedom of 
movement, on exits and entrances tend 
to put a high premium on both the cast and 
script. This year it has already housed 
some of Melbourne’s best theatre.
Clem Gorman’s A Manual of Trench 
Warfare however, with its long passages of 
rhetoric and back-sliding into woolly 
sentiment and nostalgia, sometimes falters 
and looks self-indulgent in this setting. 
Though the Playbox has assembled a 
strong cast, and have brought a great deal 
of energy and imagination to his work, it 
remains inward-looking and under­
realised.
It is certainly no fault of the designer. 
For this production Sally Marsden ranged 
the audience either side of a shallow, 
dropped-floor stage. At one end, her 
artificial, funnel-shaped trench is heaped 
up with old tyres, the other end is closed 
and the whole effect is one of stark 
naturalism and alienation.
The general precision of her design is 
carried over into the Japanese-style masks 
worn by William Gluth to distinguish his 
dual roles as Corporal Byron and Jack 
Marriott. It is also evident in the 
scrupulous and sparing use of special 
effects, and finds an echo in the stylised 
performances, the pacing and the pauses 
which director Roger Pulvers has imposed 
on the text. But in spite of all this, the
group continues to have trouble tinding 
any real precision for the situation or the 
characters.
As might be expected, Gorman’s subject 
is life at the front during World War I. 
More specifically, it is the relationship 
between two men of vastly different 
backgrounds and personality who find 
themselves together in a trench.
This private world, characterised by the 
clash of their apparently unresolvable 
cultural differences, temperaments and 
sexual inclinations is the real focus of the 
play. As they fight between themselves, 
and negotiate for some sense of living 
space and dignity, we are, 1 suspect, 
supposed to see them reproduce the 
territorial and racial conflicts which feed 
the war raging outside.
The idea that war on this massive scale 
finds some kind of explanation in the 
irrational fears and prejudices of the 
individual is hardly new, but Gorman’s 
chief interest seems to lie with the personal 
tragedy of Brendan Barra — a locquacious 
Irishman, whose beliefs about civilisation 
and culture graphically unfit him for this 
grim exercise in survival.
Obsessed with the myths of the Celtic 
warriors, and never far from his hip flask, 
Barra is frequently moved to expansive 
and lyrical outbursts. In the most inimical 
circumstances, he tries to assert the values 
of grace, humour and civilisation. He is 
also a homosexual who craves affection 
and understanding, and it is only at the
very end of the play, after a series of violent 
confrontations and immediately prior to 
his own death, that he can admit the whole 
experience "wasn’t poetry, it was war".
While he receives a generous and 
sensitive portrayal from Malcolm 
Robertson, Barra’s conflicts and fate seem 
predictable from the earliest scenes 
though probably not to Barry Moon his 
Australian companion who is macho and 
laconic to the point of being inarticulate.
Moon’s expectations of his situation are 
meagre. Played in a clipped, gangling and 
self-consciously awkward style by Howard 
Stanley, his need to simply survive "the 
bloody war" makes him resistant to any 
suggestion that poetry and tenderness 
might also be part of their life in the trench.
Corporal Byron — a brutal and 
dictatorial figure in the hands of William 
Gluth, exacerbates the tension between the 
two, and the play ends with a bloody 
confrontation between him and Barra in 
which both are killed, and Moon is left 
grieving, bemused and "civilised".
But the real tragedy is that within the 
confines of a too-neat plot, this talented 
and experienced cast are never able to play 
with their greatest strengths. In the end A 
Manual o f Trench Warfare looks more like 
a minor skirmish on the front lines.
Despite some nice touches like the 
African drum ritual and the lucid direction 
of Roger Pulvers, its anger, its violence and 
its compassion lose much of their force in 
meandering cliche and rhetoric.
Malcolm Robertson (Barra) and Howard Stanley (Moon) in Playbox's Manual ot 
Trench Warfare. Photo: Jeff Busby.
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Life and energy
SHAKESPEARE THE SADIST 
BREMEN COFFEE___________
by Garrie Hutchinson
Bremen Coffee by Rainer Werner Fassbinder. 
Shakespeare The Sadist by Wolfgang Bauer. 
Melbourne Theatre Company, Athenaeum 2, Vic. 
Opened May 5, 1980.
Director, Bruce Myles; Lighting, Jamie Lewis; Stage 
Manager, Peter Salmon
Cast: Amanda Muggleton, Peter Curtin, Bruce Kerr, 
Rosie Sturgess, Tim Robertson, Robert Hewett, David 
Letch, Catherine Wilkin.
(  Professional)
The contemporary German-speaking 
theatre, like the contemporary theatre of 
most of the rest of the world is a mystery. 
We hear a bit about it, reports from 
explorers, see the odd review of the 
infrequent London productions, maybe 
see the scripts: but as for Australian 
productions... count ’em on one hand.
The Germans are not alone, of course. 
Think of the determined, talented, mad, 
exciting, unknown Italians, and Poles and 
Brazilians; not to mention a goodly part of 
the Americans, and not a few Britons. It’s 
great, really, to think about all the terrific 
things we’ve still yet to see.
That makes the productions of Bauer’s
Rohen Hew ett, Tim Robertson and David Letch
Shakespeare The Sadist, and Fassbinder’s 
Bremen Coffee by the MTC so welcome, if 
a touch belated. (It is true that the Bauer 
was done at La Mama some years ago 
under the title Film and the Female, if 
memory serves correctly. And Handke’s 
My Foot My Tutor, third play in the Eyre 
Methuen volume of these plays, was 
brilliantly performed to no one by Joe 
Bolza and Bob Thorneycroft at the Pram 
Factory a while ago too.)
H owever for the MTC to catch up to the 
German equivalent of the Australian 
renaissance is great: that Bruce Myles’ 
productions are so good is even better, and 
we hope that this interest in the present not 
forlorn.
Bremen Coffee is the lesser of the two 
plays — it shows that as a theatre writer 
Fassbinder is a better film maker.
It’s set in Bremen 1820, and deals with 
the activities of an oppressed housewife 
who poisons her oppressors with lethal 
cups of coffee. Husbands, lovers, friends 
and finally herself succumb to the idea that 
freedom (then, now?) is socially 
unavailable, and finally personally 
u n t e n a b l e .  L ik e  m o s t  o f  its  
contemporaries, Fassbinder-in-translation 
is a tight, allusive writer, putting his ideas 
in very particular social situations, and 
allowing the concrete to universalise itself,
Bruce Myles’ spare, resonant and 
graceful production is especially marked
in M TC ’s Bremen C offee. Photo: Tony Watts.
by Amanda Muggleton’s performance as 
the central character, the pourer of the 
Bremen Coffee, Geesche. It’s a nice 
example of acting the poisoned fingers in 
the velvet glove.
Shakespeare The Sadist is a much more 
exuberant, not to say crazy piece, set in a 
contemporary world of film obsessed 
people who find it hard to distinguish 
between the silver screen and their own 
lives.
Bauer’s 49 scenes are generally short, 
quick cuts — ‘filmic’ in their design, 
marked by black outs, sentences cut off, 
conversations s tarted , changes in 
position... and by a lot of terrifically 
entertaining talk. (Bits of Bauer have been 
updated by Tim Robertson to refer to a 
different film culture, that of Fassbinder!)
Fantasy and reality merge from time to 
time, in a poker game at the end, and 
especially in a hilarious send up of a 
Swedish porn movie: Tim Robertson in 
leather jock strap and whips, with a box of 
tricks, and Catherine Wilkin in added 
pudenda, doing hard core Shakespeare.
What was really unexpected was the life 
and energy displayed by the actors in the 
small Atheaneaeum 2 space, full of 
roughness, and pace and enthusiasm. 
Everyone seemed to be enjoying 
themselves, which allowed the audience to, 
too.
More of the same, please.
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Punch-ups pulled
OUTSIDE EDGE
by Colin Duckworth
Outside Edge by Richard Harris. Playbox Theatre 
(formerly Hoopla). Melbourne. Vic. Opened May 23. 
1980.
Director. Carrillo Gantner; Designer. John Beckett 
Cast: Roger, John Wood; Miriam. Kirsty Child; Bob, 
Larry Held; Dennis. Nick Waters; Kevin. Gary Files; 
Maggie. Julia Blake; Ginnie, Judith McGrath, Alex. 
Robbie McGregor; Sharon. Tanya L'ren 
(  P r o f e s s io n a l)
In deepest Surrey on a fine summer’s 
day, the weekly form of jousting is about to 
take place. The scene is the cricket pavilion 
of an Nth-league team. It will be a bloody 
battle; there are five West Indians on the 
other side. Brave Captain Roger is reduced 
to near-tears of fury and despair as his 
team is depleted to 10, then 9, through the 
depredations of alien influences such as 
house-seeking wives and sensation-seeking 
mistresses.
Richard Harris’s play (which helped him 
to win the Evening Standard award as 
"Most Promising Playwright" for 1980, 
according to the programme — but that 
seems to be jumping the gun rather!) has
been called a very tentative foray into 
Ayckbourn country, by John Russell 
Taylor who presumably voted No-ball. It 
is perhaps a pity that the characters fit so 
snugly into Absurd Person and Conquests 
slots that one was constantly wondering, 
during performance, "Now, how would AA 
have worked up that scene or gag and got 
more laughs?" Unfair, of course: like 
comparing young Rattigan with Oscar 
Wilde (although Mr Harris is no chicken: 
his first performed play dates from 1959).
The comparison is justified, however, 
since it reveals how much Ayckbourn 
scores over Harris in having not only a 
cutting satirical edge and sustained comic 
brilliance, but also in investing his 
characters with real anguish and depth. I 
frankly didn’t care much what happened to 
Harris’s team, any more than one does 
about Ben Traver’s comic vicars or 
Feydeau's coeottes. But with broad 
comedy, all is forgiven if one is made to fall 
about helplessly in the aisle, and Carrillo 
Gantner’s production did make me lurch a 
few times, after a painfully slow start 
depending on your basic physical 
discomfiture type gags: bat in balls, 
tripping over broom, etc.
The development could be along these 
lines: the West Indians in the opposing 
British Railways Maintenance Division
team clash with the traditional village 
green culture of that vanishing sub-species. 
White Anglo-Saxon Protestants (who are 
on planes to Australia). And working-class 
Kev and his buxom, butch brickie wife are 
in conflict with their bourgeois fellow- 
Poms and their brown brothers. But not a 
bit of it: that is a drama of social 
confrontations which Richard Harris has 
yet to write. The West Indians never 
appear on stage; Kevin and Maggie raise 
none of the eyebrows and noses that one 
knows would certainly be lifted on the face 
of homo suburbanus surreyensis and his 
mate.
Let us not blame Mr Harris for not 
writing a different play, especially since 
this one has been such a success in the West 
End. His perfectly laudable aim istoevoke 
laughter, and this he does in good measure.
It is simply a pity he has, at the same time, 
given us so little to think about, mainly 
because almost all the moral and 
psychological punch-ups are pulled. Brow­
beaten little Miriam should, in the final 
scene, lash her overgrown-schoolboy 
husband Roger either with his bat or 
(preferably) her tongue, but she 
inexplicably takes refuge in an Ivor 
Novello song. Roger’s much-hinted at 
secret double life in Dorking turns out to 
be a single past fleeting encounter, the stuff 
myths are made of. Bob’s assignation with 
his mistress turns out to be a kind-hearted 
bit of lawn-mowing for his former wife.
The worldly Dennis doesn’t get the gear 
for the club wholesale at all he pays the 
different himself just to be needed and 
liked. Only the cuddly little cockney Kevin 
and his muscular mate Maggie would 
really be worth getting to know. Maybe 
that is what Mr Harris was out to show?
Good acting did create some memorable 
moments and well-drawn characterisation. 
Judith McGrath’s sardonic, drawling, 
ever-cool Ginnie, the scourge of Sainbury’s 
was an excellent foil for Larry Held’s Bob, 
coiling himself up in self-charged, alcohol- 
boosted tension to ward of his terminal 
boredom. John Wood, as the egomaniac 
captain, and Kirsty Child, his equally 
manic wife-cum-girl-Saturday, energetic­
ally made up for their only marginally 
funny dialogue and situations, finally 
managing to epitomise those who come 
alive only at weekends amid the pads, cups 
and cakes.
The women have the best lines: "They 
live on one of the executive estates, where 
young people go to die"; and "Cricket takes 
little men's minds off the nastier side of 
life".
We never know what the score is at the 
end. Ah, yes: one bloody nose, one cracked 
head, one burnt-out BMW, one furious 
go-go dancer, and assorted bruised egos 
various. Several missed chances by 
Richard Harris at zany mid-off. But he w ill 
make the Stoppard-Ayckbourn team yet.Tanya Uren (Sharon) and Robbie McGregor (Alex) in Playbox's Outside Edge. Photo: Jeff
Busby.
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In and out of the 
woods
REZISTOR ROUTINES 
THE WOODS
by Suzanne Spunner
The Woods by David Mamet. Back Theatre. The Pram 
Factory opened May 14. Director. Jenny Kemp. Cast: 
Neill Gladwin and Elena Eremin.
(  P r o f e s s io n a l )
R e s i s to r  R o u tin e s ,  a group devised production by the 
APG Ensemble Peter King, Jo White, Cathy Potter, 
Dennis Moore, Curtis Weiss, Danny Nash, Richard 
Healy. Staging. Mervyn Blessing, Arthur Metesky;
Lights. Bill Wilson; Sound, Rose Wise. Opened Front 
Theatre. The Pram Factory May 8.
American playwright David Mamet was 
first brought to the attention of Melbourne 
audiences with Hoopla’s production last 
year of Sexual Perversity in Chicago. 
Sexual Perversity was a succession of 
short, sharp strobe flash scenes covering a 
period of months in the lives of the 
characters. The Woods is divided into 
three long slow circling acts — dusk, night 
and the following morning.
The young couple in The Woods are 
urban dwellers fleeing the city and taking 
refuge in a cabin by a lake in the 
mountains. They have come to the woods 
for what at first seems a ritual celebration 
of their love — a partie de compagne, but it 
soon becomes a trial of that love. In the last 
act Mamet makes an explicit reference to 
the fairy story The Babes in The Wood, but 
even if he had not, the impulse of the play 
would have engendered that comparison, 
as cut adrift from their everyday world in 
the city they soon lose their bearings on
themselves and what they thought they 
knew of each other.
The first scene at dusk by the lake is 
lyrical and poetic, they are gentle and 
loving with each other as they relate their 
thoughts and dreams and while they speak 
in circles there is intersection and not 
crossed purposes, the scene is suffused with 
beauty and delicate gestures of relaxed 
intimacy. However just beneath the 
surface tensions can be felt and later that 
night they erupt in sexual violence. The girl 
resolves to leave the following morning 
and in the final scene as the lyrical bolsters 
are swept away the language and style 
becomes tougher, logical, argumentative 
and naturalistic.
The form of'the play has enacted the 
phases of romantic love revealing "truth" 
of the relationship and divested it of its 
transformative possibilities. The Woods is 
a rich and interesting play and Jenny 
Kemps production was sensitive to its 
nuances without ever getting lost in the 
wordiness of the writing. For a play as 
essentially static this production had a 
clear physical texture and a felt 
sensuousness and Neill Gladwin and Elena 
Eremin were able to make the couple’s 
vulnerability and awkwardness believable 
without ever becoming mawkish.
Rezistor Routines — the long awaited 
first production by the new APG ensemble 
was distinguished more by its sub-text than 
its text and defined, as the semiologists 
often say, more by absence than presence.
It was a tragic and sad exercise in the 
crippling effect that fear and unreal 
expectations can wreak on the work of 
otherwise talented and creative artists.
The Ensemble did everything but 
perform as an ensemble — instead we saw 
an uncomfortable pastiche of individual
obsessions devised and performed by 
Ensemble members, singly or in pairs. The 
"items" included Denis Moore and Curtis 
Weiss’ mixed media performance art, Jo 
White’s feminist rock group, Danny Nash 
and Richard Healy’s witty domestic 
melodrama rock musical, Cathy Potter’s 
piece on rock and roll, and Peter King’s 
baroque operatic monster.
The stylistic unity was achieved only by 
default — the whole three hours was an 
unbearably loud attack on the audience’s 
eardrums. Driven out of the theatre before 
the evening was half over, by the ear- 
splitting volume, I did reflect that on its 
opening night The Threepenny Opera had 
similarly alienated critics and wondered 
for a moment as I sat on the steps outside 
listening to the music across the safe 
distance of two shut doors, whether I 
would regret my rashness. 1 did not.
It seemed that the Ensemble were 
literally hiding behind a wall of 
impenetrable sound created by the three 
rock groups they employed. Perhaps in a 
pub or a concert venue it would have 
worked but in the Front Theatre it was 
nothing more than a full frontal assault on 
the audience.
Fear of failure in general and specifically 
fear of not being the required innovatory 
theatre group they had been touted as, 
added to fear of the past, had been the 
cause of the manifest paralysis we saw. It 
was a shame that this ever present and 
quite understandable fear had not been 
acknowledged and used. The ghost of the 
APG needed to be laid; instead it stalked 
and dominated the Ensemble. In fact it is a 
ghost that could have easily been exorcised 
with a modicum of wit and imagination. 
The slightest pyrotechnics would have 
melted what has over the last six months 
become no more than a wax works museum 
dedicated to the successes of the last ten 
years. Formidable successes, but the past 
nevertheless.
What saddened me the most was that 
everybody had been saying ever since the 
Ensemble was mooted that it was 
misconceived, mismanaged and doomed 
to misfortune. I resisted the doom 
prophets and waited to see. Havingseen —
I can only say they were right.
Which leaves the question — what next?
Is there anything which can come out of 
this disaster? From discussions with some 
Ensemble members, I gather that there has 
been an acknowledgement amongst the 
group that a director is required for any 
future productions. That is obviously a 
first step but perhaps the totality of this 
experience will mean that in the future the 
group will set itself objectives which are 
realisable and professional and stave off 
trying to be something that they think they 
ought to be and work on finding out who 
they are and what they can do.
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BOOKS
BY JOHN 
M ei Al l .I M
Michel Tremblay 
and further 
Canadian 
playwrights
Last month I wrote that the Canadian 
plays I was reviewing were interesting 
because of the insight they gave into 
Canadian society. This month we have a 
playwright with strong roots in his French 
Canadian background who is interesting 
because of the insights he gives into the 
human condition.
It cannot be simply that 1 am overawed 
by Michel Tremblay’s reputation because I 
had never heard of him until a few weeks 
ago, (although admittedly six of the thirty- 
odd Talonbooks which arrived then are 
his). There is no one quite like him in our 
drama. He writes with great psychological 
insight and creates rich deep characters in a 
style as strictly formal and removed from 
naturalism as music. He writes of the 
monstrous awfulness of family life, and the 
loneliness and alienation of people who are 
hardly members of conventional society, 
with a gentleness and understanding which 
is very moving. He has formal precision, 
metaphysical anguish ("He doesn’t exist, 
the bastard!"), human warmth and 
political clear-headedness. What more 
could one ask?
The three most interesting plays are 
Forever Yours, Marie-Lou, En Pieces 
Detachees and Bonjour La, Bonjour. The 
first is a very strict and austere theatrical- 
isation of the inner workings of a very 
heavy and destructive family. The 
awfulness of their inter-action is made 
palatable by the deliberate limitations, but 
beautiful orchestration, of the staging. The 
four members of the family sit motionless 
and deliver the material front on, in two 
interlocking dialogues — between the 
parents and children.
En Pieces Detachees shows, in a firm 
social context of tenement-life in
Montreal, a family of individuals violently 
and hurtfully in pursuit of their own 
personal goals. A retarded and disoriented 
son escapes from his sanatorium and 
comes back to the family home to reveal 
the odd but pathetic sort of private 
freedom he has discovered.
Bonjour La, Bonjour, in a series of set 
pieces, labelled "solo" through to "octet" 
according to how many characters are 
involved, reveals yet another family — in 
which the anguish manifests itself 
inwardly, in a sort of emotional 
cannibalism. It is the most moving of the 
plays, and the most disturbing. 
Emotionally you can accept the decision 
which the principal characters make to 
come to terms with themselves, but it is still 
a difficult one. It is the play with the most 
love in it.
Hosanna and La Duchesse de Langeais 
ought to be mentioned, if only because of a 
certain trite transvestite tradition in our 
drama. They explore the lives of their 
leading characters, both tired old 
transvestites, with many of the usual old 
lurid cliches, but with an extra political 
resonance (these are outcasts) and 
psychological depth (they are trying more 
seriously than Robert O’Brien to realise 
their own sense of identity.)
Tremblay’s plays apparently have a 
political dimension which travels less 
effectively than do the other levels of 
meaning. If nothing else they are proof that 
a writer who is exploring with 
understanding his own origins and his own 
society can afford to let the universal 
implications emerge by themselves.
Timothy Findley’s Can You See Me
Yet? is also a complex and rich work. It 
shows a woman, new inmate in an asylum 
for the insane, trying to come to terms with 
both her new position in the "sanctuary" 
and her past in the big bad world outside. 
The play shows how people fail to care for 
each other — how difficult it is to find 
personal refuge, let alone support and 
help, in the face of harshness in life. The 
title refers to the central character’s 
constant upward-looking appeals to God.
Beverley Simons is much less accessible. 
Her full-length play, Crabdance, is obscure 
and full of specific but unclear theatrical 
images. A staircase leads up to a void, the 
walls dissolve and an army of salesmen 
come through them, that sort of thing. The 
play shows a lonely woman manipulating 
three rather strange men (salesmen/ 
visitors) into roles of husband, son and 
lover. There is obviously a very strong 
vision behind it all but, for me on reading, 
at least, many of the images seem personal, 
arbitrary and difficult to interpret.
Preparing is much more straight­
forward, and less successful. After an 
embarrassing undergraduate prologue 
('This is just a play, the author has written 
these words.") there follow a series of short 
theatrical fables. The best is Green Lawn 
Rest Home, in which three old people 
attempt to break out of a trap society has 
put them to hide them from death.
Finally there is Some Angry Summer 
Songs, by John Herbert, who wrote 
Fortune and Men 's Eyes. The new book is 
a collection of short dramatic exercises, 
rather than plays — excellently crafted but 
with not quite enough point to arouse 
much interest here.
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ACT
THEATRE
ANU ARTS CENTRE (49 4787) 
Peppercorn Productions: Kim devised and 
directed by Ned Manning. July 2-5. 
Canberra Rep: Late Night Season, Fridays 
and Saturdays. June 27-August 30. 
CANBERRA THEATRE (49 7600) 
Jasper Carrotl presented by Cliff Hocking 
Enterprises. July 9.
Diversions and Delights starring Vincent 
Price as Oscar Wilde; presented by 
Michael Edgley. July 23-26. 
PLAYHOUSE (496488)
Canberra Gong Show 1980. July 2-5. 
Fortune Theatre Co: Season of plays. July 
8-Aug 2.
REID HOUSE THEATRE 
WORKSHOP (470781)
Jigsaw Company: Me Jack You Jill. 
Company devised. Playing schools in the 
ACT.
The Seven Hundred Thousand by John 
Romeril and the company. For adults andj 
senior secondary students, about work and 
unemployment. Various locations in ACT. 
THEATRE 3 (47 4222)
Canberra Rep: Old Time Music Hall 
devised and directed by Ian Howard. Weds 
- Sats, June 18-July 12.
Tempo: Man o f La Mancha by Dale 
Wasserman, Mitch Leigh and Joe Darion; 
director, Wayne Sheperd. From July 18.
DANCE
ANU ARTS CENTRE (494787)
Kinetic Energy Dance Group, July 25, 26. 
CANBERRA THEATRE (49 7600) 
Sydney Dance Company Season. July 30-
Aug 2. J j
OPERA
CANBERRA SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
(46 7811)
Canberra Opera: The Pilgrim's Progress 
by Vaughan Williams; conductor, Donald 
Hoilier; director, Brian Bell; Designer, 
Quentin Hole.
CANBERRA THEATRE (497600) 
C a n b e r r a  P h i l a r m o n ic  S o c ie ty :  
The Pirates o f Penzmce by Gilbert and 
Sullivan; with Denis Olsen. July 1-5.
For entries contact Marguerite Wells on 
433035 (w) or 480 706 (h).
NSW
THEATRE
ARTS COUNCIL OF NEW SOUTH 
WALES (357 6611)
School Tours: Book Book Theatre 
Company, drama for infants, primary and 
secondary; North West and Hunter until 
July 16.
Adult Tours: The Larrikins and Unde 
Harry touring North West throughout
July.
AXIS THEATRE PRODUCTIONS
(969 8202)
Court House Hotel, Taylor Square.
The Billie Bacos Show by Tony Harvey 
and Malcolm Frawley; directed by Peter 
Meredith; with music by Gary Smitfh 
Throughout July.
Bondi Pavilion Theatre (456 2068)
1 hank God It's Not Christmas by 
Malcolm FrawlejCdirected by Malcolm 
Frawley. Commences July 9.
ENSEMBLE THEATRE (929 8877)
No Room For Dreamers by George 
Hutchinson; directed by Lex Marinos; 
with Terry Bader, Alan Becher, Peter 
Corbett, Shaunna OGrady, Peter Rowley, 
Mary-Lou Stewart and Sonja Tallis. 
Throughout July.
FIRST STAGE THEATRE COMPANY 
(82 1603)
The History o f  Theatre in Dramatic Form 
by Gary Baxter; directed by Chris Lewis. 
•Joruing to schools throughout July. 
FRANK STRAIN'S BULL TSP BUSH
THEATRE RESTAURANT (357 4627) 
That's Rich a musical review from the turn 
of the century to todaywith Noel Brophy, 
Barbara Wyndom Garth Meade, Neil 
Bryant and Helen Lorain; directed by 
George Carden. Throughout July.
H ER  M A J E S T Y ' S  T H E A T R E  
(2)2 3411)
m ono/B etty; directed by Peter Batey; with 
Reg Livermore and the Wellington Bewts 
Band. Until July \W
13 Rue de VAmour by Ed Feilbert and 
Mawby Green (based on Feydeau); 
directed by Basil Langton; with Louis 
Jourdan, Leslie Caron, John Bluthal, 
David Nettheim. John Allen, Noel Ferrier 
and Betty Benfield. Commences July 22. 
H U N T E R  VAL L E Y T H E A T R E  
COMPANY (049-26 2526)
Arts,/Drama Theatre in association with 
University of Newcastle: Henry IV Part / 
by Shakespeare; director Aarne Neeme. 
KIRRIB1LLI PUB THEATRE (92 1415) 
Kirribilli Hotel, Milson’s Point 
The Robin Hood Show by Perry Quinton 
and Paul Chubb: directed by Perry
Quinton. Throughout July.
LES CURRI E PRESENTATIONS 
(358 56766)
Colony, a programme of folk songs and 
sketches describing colonial Australia 
devised and performed by Colin Douglas 
and Tony Suttor for infants, primary and 
secondary; NSW country throughout July. 
Mike Jackson, traditional bush music; 
Sydney metropolitan areas throughout 
July.
Billbar Puppet Theatre production of The 
Frog Prince for infants and primary; 
North West until July 12.
Modern Mime Theatre, programme of 
illusionary mime devised by Michael 
Freeland for infants, primary and 
secondary. Commences July 28. 
M A R I A N  S T R E E T  T H E A T R E  
(498 3166)
Shock by Brian Clemens; directed by 
Alistair Duncan; with Olive Bodill, Bevan 
Wilson, Louise Pajo, Paul Mason. 
Michael Gow, Rikki  M cDonald. 
Throughout July.
MUSIC HALL THEATRE 
RESTAURANT (909 8222)
East Lynne by Mrs Henry Wood; directed 
by Alton Harviy. Throughout July. 
MUSIC LOFT THEATRE (977 6585)
At The Loft, a new musical review with the 
Toppano family and Lorrae Desmond. 
Throughout July.
NEW THEATRE (519 3403)
We Won’t Pay! We Won’t Pay! by Dario 
Fo; directed by John Armstrong. 
Commences July 5.
(►NIMROD THEATRE (699 5003)
The Oresteia of Aeschylus; translated by 
Frederic Raphael and Kenneth McLeish; 
directed by John Bell; with Carol Burns, 
Ralph Cottrill, Colin Friels, Arianthe 
Galani, Kris McQuade and Anna Volska. 
Until July 20.
Downstairs: The Case o f  Katherine 
Mansfield, one woman show composed, 
edited and played by Cathy Downes. Until 
July 13.
Late Night Show: Geraldine Taylor Sings. 
Until July 19.
NSW THEATRE OF THE DEAF 
(357 1200)
The "Shhh" Journey for primary schools 
and The Unheard World o f Jasper Lawson 
for secondary schools; both directed by Ian 
Watson. Metropolitan area throughout 
July.
Q THEATRE (047-26 5253)
Travelling North by David Williamson; 
Penrith until July 19; Orange July 22-26; 
commences Bankstown July 30. 
SEYMOUR CENTRE (692 0555)
York Theatre; An Evening with Hinge and 
Bracket until July 18.
Everest Theatre; Flexitime by Roger Hall; 
directed by Don Mackay; with Terry 
McDermott and Anne Phelan. Until July
19.
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S H O P F R O N T  T H E A T R E  FOR 
YOUNG PEOPLE (588 3948)
Free drama workshops on weekend; 
includes playbuilding, mime, dance, 
puppetry, design, radio and video. 
Shopfront Caravan touring city schools 
with The Tempest by William Shakespeare 
and Childmvth and The Tate Play created 
by the cast and directed by Errol Bray. 
Youth theatre Showcase: A Midsummer 
Night's Dream performed by PACT Youth 
Theatre, July 4/5. The Third World 
Horror Show and The Search for the Cold 
Gold created by Shopfront Theatre July 
11, 12, 18 and 19. Punch created by 
Shopfront Theatre and directed by Faye 
Westwood July 25 and 26.
SYDNEY T HE AT RE  C OMP ANY 
(231 6111)
Drama Theatre, SOH 
Cyrano de Bergerac by Edmond Rostand 
and translated by Louis Nowra; directed 
by Richard Wherrett; with John Bell, 
Helen Morse and Andrew McFarlane. 
Commences July 24.
THEATRE ROYAL (231 61 11) 
Diversions and Delights (from the works 
of Oscar Wilde) with Vincent Price. Until 
July 12.
Born in the Garden by Peter Nichols; with 
Gwen Plumb and John Meillon. 
Commences July 16.
SYDNEY DANCE COMPANY (20588) 
Drama Theatre, SOH.
Programme I - Daphnis and Chloe by 
Graeme Murphy to Ravel; Viridian by 
Graeme Murphy to Richard Meale; and 
Sheherazade by Graeme Murphy. 
Programme 111 Dialogues by Barry 
Moreland; Interiors by Paul Saliba and 
Animus by Joseph Scoglio. In repertoire 
until July 12.
OPERA
THE AUSTRALIAN OPERA (2 0588) 
Opera Theatre, SOH 
Manon Lescaut by Puccini; conducted by 
Carlo Felice Cillario and produced by 
John Copley. / Masnadieri by Verdi; 
conducted by Richard Bonynge and 
produced by Peter Beauvais. Rigoletto by 
Verdi; conducted by Richard Bonynge and 
produced by John Copley. Katya 
Kabanova by Janacek; conducted by 
Mark Elder and produced by David 
Pountney. Throughout July in repertory.
For entries contact Carole Long on 
357 1200/909 3010.
OLD
THEATRE
ARTS THEATRE (36 2344)
And The Big Men Fly by Alan Hopgood; 
director and designer, Paul Sherman. To 
July 26.
C h ild ren ’s Theatre: Belongalonga- 
longa by Rome Warren; director, Erma 
Vandenburg. Each Saturday at 2.00pm. 
HER MAJESTY’S (221 2777)
A Star Is Torn by Robyn Archer and 
Rodney Fisher; director, Rodney Fisher, 
with Robyn Archer. To July 6 at 8.00pm. 
LA BOITE THEATRE (36 1622) 
Dickinson by David Allen; director, 
Malcolm Blaylock. To July 19.
Let’s Twist Again by Rob George; 
director, Sean Mee; designer, Stephen 
Amos. July 25 to August 16. 
QUEENSLAND ARTS COUNCI L 
(221 5900)
Accommodations. Queensland Theatre 
Company tour.
QUEENSLAND THEATRE C OM­
PANY (221 5177)
SGIO Theatre: Travelling North by David 
Williamson; director, Alan Edwards; 
designer, James Ridewood; with Joan 
Bruce and Rod Graham. July 4-19.
TN COMPANY (52 5880)
Cement Box: Waiting For Godot by 
Samue l  Becket t ;  di r ec t or ,  Rick 
Billinghurst; designer, Stephen Amos; 
with Geoff Cartwright and Duncan Wass. 
To July 5.
TOOWOOMBA ARTS THEATRE 
(301 300)
Servant O f Two Masters by Goldoni; 
director, Graham Byrne. Opens July 28. 
At Studio 9: Billy Liar by Willis Hall and 
Keith Waterhouse; director, Robert 
Keeton. July 14-19.
TOWNSVI LLE CIVIC THEATRE
(72 2677)
The Tempest by William Shakespeare; 
director, Bryan Nason; with Judith 
Anderson and Robert Arthur. Opens July
3.
DANCE
AUS TRALI AN YOUTH BALLET
(52 7622)
TN Theatre: Bon Voyage Season. 
Programme to be announced. July 9-12 at 
8.00pm. Saturday Matinee 2.00pm.
HER MAJESTY’S (221 2777)
AETT presents: The Dance Theatre Of 
Harlem. July 18 to August 2 at 7.00pm. 
Saturday Matinee 2.15pm. 
QUEENSLAND ARTS COUNCI L 
(52 7622)
Kolobok DanceCompany. State wide tour 
of Australia’s leading ethnic dance 
company.
CONCERTS
HER MAJESTY’S (221 2777)
Michael Edgley presents: Janis Ian in 
concert. July 12, 13 at 8.00pm. 
QUEENSLAND ARTS COUNCI L 
(221 5900).
Various performances throughout the 
state by Jack Glatzer, Violinist; Jan 
Carter, Guitarist; and Toni and Royce, 
Cabaret Artists. For further information 
contact local theatres.
For entries contact Don Batchelor on 
356 9311.
SA
THEATRE
FESTIVAL THEATRE (510121)
A Star Is Torn directed by Rodney Fisher; 
starring Robyn Archer. July 10, 1 1. 
Jasper Carrott. July 19.
Q THEATRE (223 5651)
89 Halifax St: The Murder Game by 
Constance Cox; director, Frank Gargro. 
To July 12.
Charlie’s Aunt by Brandon Thomas. July 
26-Aug 23.
SPACE THEATRE (51 0121)
Silk, a theatre group from Rotterdam, 
presents a Greek classic.
The Oresteetia. July 16-Aug 2.
STAGE COMPANY 
Theatre 62: Done For The Money by Bill 
Agg; director, Brian Debnam. July 3-19. 
S T A T E  T H E A T R E  C O M P A N Y  
(51 5151)
Playhouse: The Masters starring June 
Bronhill and Dennis Olsen. July 23-Aug2. 
On The Wallaby devised and directed by 
Nick Enright; designer, Richard Roberts; 
movement by Michael Fuller. July 4-19.
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THEATRE GUILD (22 3433)
The Ensemble, Old Town Hall Theatre, 
Unley: Bits And Pieces by Corinne Jacker; 
director, John Dick. Wed-Sat July 16-Aug 
2. The Acting Company, Town Hall 
Theatre, Unley: Caucasian Chalk Circle by 
Bertolt Brecht. July 1-5. At The Levels 
July 9, 10, 11.
TROUPE (31 0764)
At The Red Shed: The Mother by Bertolt 
Brecht: director, David Young. July 8-12, 
22-26, 29-Aug 2.
DANCE
FESTIVAL THEATRE (51 0121)
The Australian Ballet presents Anna 
Karenina. July 29.
AUSTRALIAN DANCE THEATRE 
On tour to country  areas with 
Transfigured Night by Taylor; Missing 
Film by Carroll; Small Hours by Scoglio; 
and Vigadigadoo by Blakie. To July 12.
OPERA
STATE OPERA (3523788)
O p era  T h e a t r e :  D on Pas qua le  
director/designer, Tom Lingwood; 
conductor, Myer Fredman. July 1, 3, 5, 8, 
10, 12.
CONCERTS
FESTIVAL THEATRE (51 0121) 
Christian Gospel Concert, Youth Festival. 
July 5.
Janis Ian. July 6.
Adelaide Symphony Orchestra. July 18. 
MUSICA VIVA
Adelaide Town Hall: The Berry Tuckwell 
Quintet. Monday, July 7.
For entries contact Edwin Relf on 
223 8610.
TAS
THEATRE
SALAMANCA THEATRE COMPANY 
(23 5259)
Launceston Schools: Minamata: Drink
The Mercury and Man Friday. 
Launceston Museum and Art Gallery: 
Where Else. July 21-31.
THEATRE ROYAL (346266)
The Kingfisher. July 1-9.
Jasper Carrott, presented by Clifford 
Hocking. July 12.
POLYGON THEATRE COMPANY 
INC. (34 8018)
Rosencrant: and Guildenstern Are Dead 
by Tom Stoppard; director, Lisa 
Warrington. Music Lecture Theatre, 
University ofTasmania. 16, 17, 18, 19 July. 
Drama Studio, TCAE 23, 24, 25, 26 July.
For' entries contact Anne Campbell on 
(049) 674470.
ALEXANDER THEATRE (543 2828) 
The Seagull by Chekov; directed by 
Malcolm Robertson. July 2-26. 
A U S T R A L I A N  P E R F O R M I N G  
GROUP (347 7133)
Front Theatre: New Ensemble Show. 
Back Theatre: The Case o f Katherine 
Mansfield compiled and edited by Kathy 
Downes. July.
ARENA THEATRE (24 9667)
July Schools Programme: Upper Primary 
The Whale, The Biggest Thing That Ever 
Died by Geoff Kelson. Junior Primary: 
Where to Turelu? by Henri Degoutin. 
Community Access Workshops: Saturday 
mornings and Monday nights. The 
Homecoming by Harold Pinter, directed 
by Rush Rehm, Tues-Sat, July 29- August
9.
ARTS COUNCIL OF VICTORIA 
(529 4355)
Touring July: Victoria State Opera: Ticka 
Tolka Linga, Prelude with Nahama 
Patkin, Mahler Swift, Judy Demsler. 
Aesop’s Fables and The Seachild Thing by 
Mixed Company. Franx by Alan 
Hopgood; with Franciscus Henri, Gary 
Downe, Jenni Cassin. Chinese Children’s 
Art Exhibition. Flexitime company at 
Seymour Centre Sydney.
COMEDY THEATRE (663 4993) 
Diversions and Delights. Vincent Price as 
Oscar Wilde.
HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE 
(663 3211)
Rue d TAmour by Feydeaux; with Leslie 
Caron and Louis Jordan. July.
LA MAMA (489 6560)
Witold Gombrowitz in Buenos Aires by
Roger Pulvers; with Bill Zappa, Nancy 
Black, William Gluth and Suzanne Baron. 
Thursday to Saturday, July 3 for three 
weeks.
MILL THEATRE COMPANY 
(052 22 2318)
Community Access Workshops Thursday 
evenings.
MURRAY RIVER PERFORMING 
GROUP (Albury 21 7615)
At Hume Inn at 8pm nightly: The Electric 
Steamboat Show performed and written 
by MRPG. July 9-26.
MELBOURNE THEATRE COMPANY 
(654 4000)
Athenaeum: Dolls House by Henrik Ibsen, 
July 2-Aug 9.
Russell St: Bent by Martin Sherman. July 
4-Aug 2.
Atheneaum 2: A Boy For Me, A Girl For 
You by Ian Nash. July 7-Aug 9. 
PLAYBOX THEATRE (63 4888) 
Downstairs: The Bacchae by Euripides, 
director, Murray Copeland. From July 18. 
Upstairs: Two one-act plays; with Jan 
Friedl. Potiphar's Wifeby Margot Hilton, 
and The Death o f Minnie by Barry 
Dickens. From July 10.
THE LAST LAUGH THEATRE 
RESTAURANT (419 6225)
Downstairs until end of July Bent Brass. 
U pstairs: Various shows changing weekly. 
WEST COMMUNITY THEATRE 
(370 7034)
The Players — a football show, touring 
Western Region Football Clubs. Written 
and performed by lan Shrivers and Phil 
Sumner; director Ray Mooney. During 
July.
Touring Schools: The Magic Telescope; 
with Ian Mortimor, John Thomson and 
Boris Conolly of The Commun Clown 
Company.
MAJOR AMATEUR COMPANIES 
Adelphi Players 63 3608 
Basin Theatre Group 762 1082 
Clayton Theatre Group 878 1702 
Heidelberg Rep 49 2262 
Malvern Theatre Company 211 0020 
Pumpkin Theatre Company 42 8237 
Williamstown Little Theatre Company 
528 4267
1812 Theatre 796 8624
DANCE
NATIONAL THEATRE (534 0221)
The Australian Contemporary Dance 
Company: E m anations. July 1-5. 
Polonez Dance Company. July 6 and 13. 
Israelie Puppets. Matinees and evening 
performances. July 7-14. Arazjues Spanish 
Dance Theatre. July 16-19.
For entries please contact Suzanne 
Spunner on 387 2651
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HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE (3356188) 
Mr Lincoln with Roy Dotrice; directed 
from Broadway. To July 12.
THE HOLE IN THE WALL (381 2403) 
The Misanthrope by Moliere; director, 
Edgar Metcalfe. To July 19.
It Was The Lark by Ephraim Kishorn. July 
24-Aug 23.
Late Night: At Home with Anton — A 
Chekhovian Nightcap; director, Peter 
Morris.
THE NATIONAL THEATRE 
Playhouse (325 3500): Loot by Joe Orton; 
director, Stephen Barry. July 24-Aug 16. 
Empress Eugenie by Jason Lindsey; 
director, Marian McNaghton; with Nita 
Panned. From Aug 21.
THE UNI VE RS I T Y T H E A T R E S  
(380 2440)
Le Locomotif by Andre Roussin; director, 
Enzo Sirna. July 2-5.
A Midsummer Night's Dream by William 
Shakespeare; director, Alexander Hay. 
July 22-Aug 2.
A Star Is Torn by Robyn Archer and 
Rodney Fisher; director, Rodney Fisher; 
with Robyn Archer.
WA ARTS COUNCIL 
South West Touring Programme: 
Middleton Market by Richard Tulloch; 
Doolan by Richard Tulloch; Louisa’s 
Room by Wanda Davidson.
DANCE
WA ARTS COUNCIL
WA Ballet Company in workshop.
Northern Territory. July 1-5.
WA BALLET COMPANY 
Workshop Programme: Perth Technical 
School. July 14-26.
CONCERTS
WA ARTS COUNCIL
June Bronhill Concerts Music80. Country
Tour. July 4-16.
For entres contact Joan Ambrose on 
299 6639.
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THESPIA’S PRIZE CROSSWORD
No. 25.
9. Bon mot concerning a noted porker 
and a sheep (7)
10. Wheels around a peg at the top of 
walls (7)
11. Done with points, elastic and imagina­
tion! (9)
12. Formal corpse? (5)
13. Fight to gain a morsel (5)
15. Strange how curt Nolan is by night (9)
17. Bovine Reg to be revered (6,3)
19. Come in just as the note is leaving the 
middle (5)
22. Small flower prepared for medicinal 
purposes (5)
23. Acted (possibly in rep) to deform 
rep (9)
25. Alien being is in fact chap who once 
swallowed a . . .  (7)
26. Begins the Beguine (7)
27. Hear the fairy exclamation at the 
closest point to earth (7)
28. Royal furs found in royal excavations
(7)
Down:
1. Sanctions the union of Bessand Les (7)
2. Meddling teaspoon (7)
3. Rue that the bird forsakes its origin (5)
4. Possibly like the variations created by 
yon chimps (9)
5. Confronted a craze about the church
(5)
6. A deception I exist to affect (9)
7. Stress brought on by a decade revers­
ing the endless clamour (7)
8. In a mad fluster? It’s really quite 
soothing! (7)
14. Getting ready in advance for under­
taking carving (9)
16. Having fear, but also a talent to 
amuse? (9)
17. Approach rapidly, only for it to cloud 
over (5,2)
18. More visible while more trans­
parent (7)
20. Plug a politician, just one in the 
fashion (7)
21. Peppers with jokes (7)
23. Criticise the velvet, we hear (5)
24. Hypnotic work I hesitate over (5)
Name
Address
Last month's answers:
The w inner o f last month's crossw ord w as 
T.A. Jones from  Berw ick, Victoria. The 
first correct entry drawn on July 25 will 
receive one year’s free subscription to TA.
P/Code
Across:
1. Furious blushes caused by the great 
weight (7)
5. Squander money for a fried tit-bit (7)
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